

















ahai wiy down the back of the miniature dragon laying: beside‏ و ی 
-p ut dient chaise lounge. Nothing y as. i s anymore. Even with all the money in the world: vat her:‏ 

: “behest, ‘she still could not think of. Otte: more thing she. ae “buy. She had dated men from. all ‚around 
م‎ $ "S the World, had goné to the fanciest. and most expen 


A‏ ی 
.۸ 


sf ‘ound the globe. She had bought dragons 
ME: “and griffens and unicorns from Bio-Myth Labs, wees sei custom made creatures of myth and 4e Jégend 
i 1 en she was one of the only ones. whic ‚could ; 









| Fi E E as amusement for the rich. That had been. fu foray y 3 
œr .'' afford such. thing y: but now everyone had th m. Minis Ben Tiffany, from down the street, had just. Been. ~ 
E by to show off: hér adorable new horsefly ( a miniature horse with the gossamer wings of a dragon. fly A. iE 

Frankly, now. 1 WAS. just, boring. How many different animals could you stink, of? A slow smile, gar: to 3 
- work. its ver 'across.her, اعد‎ gw many different animals? ee 


Er qut Kay 3 : ; A 
























"Look “Hola هط‎ cosi i Nor abject: Make a centaur ieee ies ^ S Hir. voice had thé ی‎ ۱ 
= dual only: found. in the. voice of {heyerî spoiled, the volet. of ‚someone. e, üséd to getting. „whateyér s ‚she 5 
; wanted. : 3 oe 

4 |. "It's not the cost. We are unable to make human half-bieeds;' 3 Tom. said, 

— "Why?" Her voice was hard and suspicious. "Pd be willing:to pays. se^ 





i ie to t the back 


"Money isn’t the issue here! Just what person are you planning for'me to cut up and gi mo 
"soon." His words 47 


ofa horse? You’r renot going to be able to buy anyone willing to undergo that anytirii 
= hung: in: lé air” for a ‘moment, TEn and sarcastic. 











ann angrily, none: e igo ud at having a desire di 1 ۱ 
رن‎ het: un, cda „he said, his: mocking grin la his words. “As I was saying; do 
HER ‘see’ Why malito Á E 


Lll "PI do it.” RECS m. és 
+=. “We could n "get; a volun, “You'll d TEN 
58 "Be the centaur,, silly) P enl 


= "You’re out of yours ind!" “ 
"What?" Her tong was that of royalty talking to an inferior drudge 
"I mean I could never let you do that. Your father would: kill me:" 
du "Why? I understood you were experts. There should be no risk volved." Rt 
93 "Well, yes, but... Well, I've: never done this to a human: ‘being’ before. ies “and E s always a risk Wi 
۷ ¿major surgery. And... What دوبع ا‎ There's nio. way, «could let you do this. What would’ your. 
me hom me: and find out 1۳ a his „onlysdaughter was half horse?" is 
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= out the door to the waiting imusnepparked sight outside. 
plained to his ی‎ a cat. و‎ bee cs 





VE 3 = A u. 
It.was Tuesday morning, 10; 58. He had tried to persuade her to give up ihe idea’ of a a cenfaur;" 


even to the point of calling het father. Us however had refused to listen past the words. "Veronica, - 










instruments. had: been laid out, the Mi er. Nothing was left for him to do ü 
x hands of the clock crept ever so slowly to eleven and then.. . Nothing. He let oü : 
given up ti e idea or maybe it had just been a joke to begin with... $ 
"Hello." dt was eleven- oh-one, and she had just active, 5 
"Oh. Hi." E M 
"Hello," ‘she said stile ‘Tey $ ‘get started; 
۳] really don’t think you should:do hi 
‘I mean there's the risk with every milo ve 
modifications Ea SH have to be made 














there are so may things that. could go wrong. 
then there are the hormone! fréatments and the 
horse 








ted. ig down here. divi going to: a ‘you a shot of this 4 
La and I’m going to. go: et my: ‘partner and technicians" EON 







witch to make sul : 
„4 Just as he was beginin eun i sually ~ 
large operating tabl n front of him. Veronica raised her head slightly ‘and then sank back with a dr ‘She 

' opened her. eyes 

"Don: ttry t 











to. get up, yet. You? Te e still recovering. You were under pretty heavy anesthesia. Don' t worry, ^ 

went fine. You now have the ‘honor of being the world's first half human." She looked at al pote at 

groggily. "Don' 't you remember, Miss. Young? You are now a centaur." ace ya 
Spear: qnd to ای ی‎ sand then started as E 3 She wis around, Mine ee 












experienced... o you arent exactly a human being anymore." He chuckled: and: she pared up at bim: — 
"Pm going. to give you another sedative now. In the morning we'll see how you're feeling, ‚but‘ it? Al ‚probably 
take a ouple of days before you Te ready to start M CY to. walk on those new ege: Now, li 

cee 








That Ns last she heard for a long time. E 


f ban ‘She. Cautiously lifted her head, ren 1 


Bi and. when no wave of nausea greeted her, . UC LR 
rede twis 


e coarse black tail which her gaze first fell upet. ; E ee n - 





























7 i o x u Well, there’ s no way for you tt e get out, you cant 
cs E ^ would be no one to give you the 1 therapy or tre 
laughing. E : Fue 
“You're hai 3 ‘sex -object anymore. “PSOE at "yourself, you don't even: have. " He "ME 
well, you're a horse down there now.' IUS ih 
, "Oh yeah. YOu;mieàn I won't ever be able to.. de ES EJE 
9 "You: got it. babe: I tried to. fell you." Jo De pe 2 
"Who: ‘are: -yoü anyway? ^ "You ‘act and. talk lie some uneducated street kid half the time, ES n é'gó 
à اه‎ thal) you're: “competent . in ‘wha you do: or I wouldn't be here now." 7 ; 
STE "He ‘shrugged,’ ‘casually. "Guess" I’m just your MEY neighborhood eccentric genius" He 
"5. boyishly at her. f 
P "But really. How did you ever manage to stay serious enough to get a i job here? I hå 
owns this he is gs strict." 








. Tam the guy who owns this place. 1 thought it up : and st = 










jentythr 3 
a ie Twas: twenty-two." و‎ 
“tex ` "You re b ۳ e ‘enough to be. a technician. How could you think up and run this p 
"I told you. “an eccentric genius. "He paused and clapped her on the shoulder. ,; 
' you're much more fun 'tögtalk to when you forget about being rich and snotty." i SER 
She paused for, 'asifiot ent, - forgetting what she was about to say. "Hon. Nobody dme Hon 
before. Or said that D: was: fün to talk to." She looked at him’ closely ` for. the. first; 
now that the friendly 'banter had stopped. His freckled face was poised wit vith the.rei 
5 His red hair hung in his face. He was wearing an old plaid: shirt “hanging. open. in front ánd a ripped pair. of 
_ jeans. Hardly the clothes you would: m to find on a boy, genius, icing absent mindedly. He should: 
NR E ‘dressed more like Doogie : Howser,. dit LEGS, 
: أ‎ Catching her staring. tied him, Tom suddenly yup. and waded an — at her. She started laughing . 





















ree 
uw. 


de sorry It 5 i that... Well, you look sole and 
," he:sourided. old and world weary. "Lets get started 






"Sie grunted with the effort c er it. What GEL E be a natural, dios? ۱ movemeñts was E 


3 painful torture just to try :Shé:got the یه‎ that he was being kind when he said that she would only 5 : 7 





. OOOW!" Her tail ‚had swished afd: 


E “Looks: ‘like. We've got a little ways to go.. 
Maie ea work on controlling those muscles first." He squi 


"I know. Iti did that to me; too." 
< He suddenly turned on her; "You ü'ye got to B thinki 


E and Jedi tail now. And you: ‘chose, for it 


wy you "ve "got to start accepting that now = 


- He turned, and. stormed out of the rooms, 


battered Book rj just dont t get it." 
"I wonder what's the matter with him? " Veronica said to, le 


ZI nw 
WN 


3 e 








quu cookie تعس‎ 
‘into ‘her mouth and she 
catches them with her tongue 


When I grow up, will I be like that? 
When I find a boy, will I-act so strange? 
sa just sit there, 














Illustration by Paul Hirsch 
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n. Tipoka lag dd If'oyér-an 
over again that i would be through soon. 10005 went pe to the needle i in my arm ahd H elute 
heärd:n 4 fit Would make me live: longer, that I had to ‘hay. hi )pe. 
er I thought about: a she said through the first few needles and decided that I was sick of her: telling Di St 
have, hope. Thät; would live longer. She just wouldn't admit that 1 was. going to die. That I have Al 
1 "were-done, | 1 went in to school late. I opened the: ‘big, “geen, oak door’ and 
was. passing«t tire: mes: Three, boys looked at me, pointed, whispered and stárté lang 
my "bag: tight and: kêp koù i: walking. I guess I was’ "getting used. -to them makin fun 
sé this time, the tears didn’t t'tplldowh: iod face, they just. stung p E eyes, making 3 ‚ver 












em at friends 


le: athroom. 













walking behind, her. They became a whispering frenzy. I gavé de 2 weak smile and; ia 
۲ Thig: was a Fegwlar day at school for ۰ -s Things had been this way since my; 





WoW opened my eyes and found myself all sweaty with my. 
d'thát- Thad pneumonia. My mother was still telling me to 
¡he Ereally didn’ t have any, But then I remembered these 


vend heard: the phone ring. 
liin Packs wit the تم‎ of my blood tests for a bacterial infection. 





the phone and slowi 1 

“Uh, Dr. Ross: Wah $ you to come to a special iai toda ang to st 
about you, honey: Wl 
I held my breath and looked down. ^I have a last request 









0 tto the beach with my puppy; and | 
dis "hard to walk der gh those big green doors and face everyone a 
> translucent flesh-and my wheelchair, but I learned something from them. 


e, Sl Fexplained to them why and how I contracted AIDS. 
lave my puppy, lilacs in my room, = Carol; a now I have 





















| Caroline, dd alone at. the edge of the highway, the: cold | flourescent fen : casting long, purple 


a shadows along the asphalt." A cold Wind Ben w through her; ~ she pulled ‚her coat closer to her body. 
ae v» 


Thad 4 ; 1 
But if she wasn’t going to go honie, she had to go-tóittewberé- Just ‚about: ‘anyplace v was preferable 
to the darkness and eerie purple light of the highway”. .She'd havé to hitch'a ride. ¿Now let's see, she _ 
sthevaht you hold your thumb out like this, or is it tike this... or like: this? ‚She didn’ t have the vaguest 5 
. a of the right way to signal that she’ wanted. a: ide. So she simply ran after. every car she saw, leanihé: PARA 
20 as'close: ás possible to the windows ef the ones ‚that passed her side of the highway, yelling, "Hey! Hey, 
“tan you give me a ride. wd hen she ps a lot of honks and a few shouts of "Whatta you doin', 




















d se Tore td been 2-0 and square shaped, most of hd day or blue, some 

E e gazed down the highway, staring off into the distance, he: saw what at first 07 ¿> 
“bright light. Then she heard shouts and. ‚cheers: AS it came clöser;, ‘she E: y 
IK convertible. It was probably the Ak car she had ever seen, sai » 7 y completely . 2:’ 












Hey! Wanna ride?'*órne person shouted. Caroline nodded. "Wel, come on in! 
rdam!" She squeez x 
„that there were: abor 


|| 


"Anjvihere" ‘e replied ها‎ "What about — ah E sl S 
E. We? re on our way to New York ‘City! Great times are in our future!" 8 “There Wa cheers. from: a few 
of. the. Bee in "e car. A init later another person turned to Caroline and. asked 3e: 5 old i are 









DEO d am ‘with the blond hair ns to lau 
po Tis 


Lut düyer of the car turned around and joy at her. "Once Y we. Wi the Big Apple the Sort is isai 
E “ur eel What do you think of that?" What Caroline يت‎ was ‚hat she wished he sam pok k where ; 


A t 


oh was. driving, | but she didn' t want to be rude. 








no problem. ‘Hey, why. hot twenty-two?" 
The gi in thg A Be و‎ "Or twenty- three?” 


= 


= serious, life-altering decision. 
On the یی‎ bang, id bee seemed positive that it was a great ۹ 558 were 


idt the wheel. So she proposed 
driver pulled over to the side ‚of: the highway. 
"So, where do you;guys sleep?" she asked. 
"Right here!" replied one of them. 
"In the car?" Caroline was not thrilled at the prospect of E 


IL 





1 ys she'll be back. St ill. be back as soon. ás ; She: sees. here? 5 
ps maybe.an Ó And what if she doesn’ t? Then Pm 
j was:not panicked at first. Butas the ` 
if pony i in her stomach that- “soon. z 








> كه‎ 
“ya Set 






Promise, 1 10 my best for her. نی‎ » 
- What ‘would Matt think if he could see you? Would he think you werê, ng yc 

e s. ^ Myra. cursed the side of her that had recalled her promise to her husband:on his deathbed. His final: 

a ` request to her was that: she take care of Caroline, then: ‚Just, an infant. And' she had. She had done it: her. 

` ` way, ‘which might have been’ a little. different: from Matt’ 's way, but she had done it. She had done 0 

; -and the brat had still run away. Now: "she Wa: soft roa E "m 1 






“Or was she? 
All night.she battled with herself. Almost 


of her was rejoicing i this opportunity to drop the yoki ۲ 
that had' held her: ‘down for fifteen years;: to Finally be free fromithe b | she had, 


a cursed. 












But there was one tiny part of her that refused to think o ‘nothin 
` object. One annoying little part of her that kept thinking ofh husband 9 face as. 
care of the baby he had grown to love, wondering if, this was really what hé; ha eant. dide if 
her could see her now. One quiet yet insistent t voige > that would fot. Jet bad: gos 


rs 














person had several beers, they were their: normal selves again. 
‘and more comifórtable with these people. Althou; hs ‘she. had turned down 
"take a beer, she joined them in every other respect. Whi the: girl with the blond 
wine cooler all over her as the car hit à bump, Farina a thi 










phit for your i o 


augh, really Mos ‚And: she joined them in a loud, out-of: fué ae 1 e 
the son Pl ET | 


ht 10 Party". wh 18 came on the radio. But after the song ended, ; andî st | 





noticed once again that they were going very, very fast. ‘She iA A 
0 driver on the shoulder and ask him if he could drive just a little ee She 
iddle “of oil in the, middle of the road. "Look out!" she cried, but. dt was: 160 late. 





Lyra was: “exhausted. All da ‘he had dealt with the policemen who. drove over to get.a. description xy 3 
of: ‚Caroline. ‘All day she had answered: their endless questions. ‘Height. ‘Weight. Can: we: see a picture” 
of her? What was she wearing when you last saw ۰ Which Way. did she run? Did it: seem. like she: 1 

* was heading: for the highway? Do you know why she would have’ left? Et cetera; et cete ra; et cetera. 
0 "And: there. was no turning: ‚back‘ now. Once she made that phone call, she. was Hed: to. this exhausting 
. büsiness until it was finished. There was no way out. What was she supposed to say? “No, that’s okay, - 
: UNE changed 1 my mind, I don’t really want her back after all?" .No, she had to pretend: to’ be the anguished . . 
‘ itat parent whéh actually there was a part of he ۶ tha hoping. they wouldn't find Caroline at all. But ©. . 

S ane ey were gone. She had left the door n casé bd wanted to come back, but she didn't - ds a L 




















Be, 







8 ud soon as possible. . The dizziness fid gotten worse, “and she y ‘was feeling really sick. She neupi: 
E Hone, then fell back onto the bed. When the police: came by a few hours later, He, docfel Wak." 

















"After a wind ite stunned silence i in the car vas. rokeri sy Caroline! 5 "Is everybody okay?" She waši: 
; ۳ of what she’ might: hear. But to her r somatisk ‘everybody seemed to 6 unhurt. The girl in the: T 
dress: Stood up ‚shakily. 3 
5 En "Okay. Roll call. When I call your: name, fell me if you’ve NON anything. Wendy?" 
` << "PR okay," said the blond girl. . AE 
; ee : "Bryan?" p 
„x“, The man with the long brown haic gepaned. "Tm. fine: 
L %° SF told you we should have been driving. slower yg 1 



































e,” 


n 
9 
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; "Shut up, Ariadne. Shelley?” Rs j " 
° "Tm fine," ‚she. replied. "What about hekia c 
"Oh yeah: Hey,’ you. ‘Sİ don't know your name.. ‚are you u okay?" 
"Pm fine;..I think, yd rue 
"Good. " Es ي وه‎ E $ 
"I think we? ^re ial ‘okay, " said. a mala a: plond ponytail. Suddenly they Heard a moan from ۶ 
with, short, spiky "blond.hait. . Bec i, LE DEA Pre 
; Annett, vetas -wrong?. Axes “you "huge?" ded Shelly. ae 


. X 





qe 
1 


> *Tóoked at the car. Ska ا‎ 

"Holy..." Bryan groaned. ` PY ruit ER 

The car was,.a wreck. There was a big dent in one side whete the car ^ud hit a, dei 

— headlights. ار‎ ees oùt- The whole front of the car was smashed in. The license pl ate; yv 
ay as. hanging ای‎ about to fall off. The perfect pd pair 








St backout. d O 

¿she säid. "But think her Pink Flamingo has taken MS journey." i 

E mo in 1 e 25 “they. stood. i in front of the once glorious Flamingo. Caroline 

‘tear running dow V Ara Mr ‚Scheck: Wendy; and Shelley began to cry quietly. Annette just ;‏ ا 
Staring brokenly at 8‏ ; 

. "It's okay, Pinky," ee Bbbed. "We love you anyway." 
ا‎ Bryan moved closer: tO roline: "She's taking this very hard," he whisper 
was originally her car, and she’s S ek been even more attached. to, as th 









utihe T" cut off. . ek pat e au 
“Cat desi been our home, It’s $ AM our own little dance ‘club. Seas A 
| mote than that. = Pagine was a friend. And. if you leave. 0 e : 


"T was pe “he 
ee ten 





‘Lat § ‘get out of here!" BÊ id 5 
"NOT WITHOUT PI en Annette. 








or ae lo Lo ae E 3 Dui : 
à ۲ 2 1 


ar t * Wait a: "iter" sala Goine. "Maybe they. can help is.” u p 
۳ "They. thought about this for a minute... = 
= jut .* “Here: they" come," cried Ariadne.. The: car ‘pulled up next to them. A policeman got out. 
“Is everybody Okay here?" he asked: ‘Anybody hurt?" ۱ 
"No, we're all fine," said Shelley: : wee 
E. i "BUD" sobbed Annette, gesturing toward the rid 
p g "Wait a minute." The.policeman stared at Carolin 
' "I--I don't have one," she said. If. ‚she, ‚had no past: 
he “put a photo of her, she Knew the game was ir 
5 == "Come On, "Caroline. ‘He led her into the car.” 
"Bye, “Caroline! Goodbye, kid! Nice having you een The members: of the Pink Flamingé 
— waved, goodbye'to Caroline, as the police car drove away. Even Annette: was ‘able to smile as she: 
farewell; although. äs xen. as: thé police car. ‚was out of sight n fell on fep of the remains [ 
beloved Pink'FJàmitigo: si i4 pod eat AUF 
ب‎ "Caroline. Sat miserably jns tg: front'seat yi the police car. She. P t Believe her اه‎ her 
; ی‎ freedom, was finished. She grew more and more frighteried as 6 pictured her aunt وا‎ angry 
"face, the punishments that would follow her return. Finally: her. ‘emotions burst out of herz 
— "Please don't make me go back home! My aunt is going to kill me! She‘ ll get so mad--she Kill me! 
Don’t make me 20, ER there, please! She’ll be so angry...." Her «voice trailed off whe 


“saw the 
policeman fae ۳ 


















if, 
your name, little girl?" 
oro name. But. when the police took 






























ds á mn to dust." Three Bays later Caroline sat quietly hera it’s funeral. SI 
n Ring, not smiling: or. crying. Simply sitting. straightas an arrow in her bla 













; aha jM aunt's 


x incticileis pose to the expression on her face, suggested thal 
Pers frozen solid. ‚She کا‎ 


etely. numb; Glancing: around the church, she noticed detail 
gee carnations; the minister in his black robes. Her eyes 





he syou know, she. wa: Very AR person sometimes, and N 


ue هو‎ any money, and she didn? iention what should happen to you should she pass away, 0 forse" ۱ 
“Tm sure she Wan, t ae. she would--enter into eternal rest pelis you were still.. E ‘railed 0 E 















again, he wondered what her life had been like with that woman. 
-"Sp- what” S going to happen to me?" she asked again. 
i "Well, ‘rider ‚ordinary circumstances, since we are at the moment unable to ocate your natural 5 
e ‘mother, ‚you would be sent to a foster home. However, your cousin Diane hasoffered to legally adopt `: 
you. Tm. sure you'll be very Happy vm her. I've only: met ‘her a few times but she seems to be a 
remarkable. woman." ۳ ۱ 
3 ‚Caroline Was silent. So it had hapifeneii: The Beautiful figure i in her PA had = come f for her, 
aif just liké she had wanted. But she hadn't wanted it to: appen like this! N 1 
.. it or not, this was. how it:was. When they got to. b Y 
... to the lawyer; and quietly asked "Did you tell "her?" The lawyer nodded 121 ۱۱160 up. 
©. "Hello," she*said. "I'm: your cousin Diane." Caroline nodded. Slowly Um three. of: them walked up to 
: the edge of the burial site. The coffin was lowered into the ground: and the‘ minister cover twi 
Caroline took one long last look at the site and then the-three. of- them. tt red and alked ‘off slowly. 
When they reached Diane’s car the lawyer said goodbye to them and got into. his own. car. Diane got 4 AS 
mp ne, s seat and Caroline in the o front. seat. They drove insilence ‚for a few seconds. Then Sipe mate 





de 
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Fässion. At the moment she: RADI to ‘return it. But deep down inside she felt something 
o In the same way: she had’ felt: ‚something breaking the day she ran away, now she felt 


ge. 1 


= Schn small Ms to | heal: ette ae of her that had been torn for a ae long time. — 





P- Juha 5 


(d, ainmb 


te lee 
E = 


F 
1 






et 


Pos 


ian. Dual 

























EAT. ‘why do we try to move ahead? - : 
=. Why do we "progress"? ; : 
ve. every thrust forward = 
“es. just pushes; ûs back. 03 
Fait 3 le the world : T. 
ldgovernus ` zs 
rk together 








must help each other foetu 
but we refuse the earth’s help’; : ums 
we are scornful - how could a. hunk, of rock 1 
.,., help mankind to better itself? D. 
4 ۱۷۵ can hurt as well as hep: 
۶ and the world can too - 
so as we destroy the: cari 
the earth destroys us. 
how can we move . 
to other worlds = =- 
if we can't come to terms 
with this one? 
we. must have a truce with one pla 
. before we start a war with ang! 
s and we will start another. W. 
“not make peace E 
„because we don’t know - or understand - 





ey 
e... 





û "world peace" 


you may want-your idea of peace: 
everyone wants; his ‘or. he : 
peace A 
but all these ideas’ até ittärent 
and who does ‚anything ‘abou: it?” 
=>, not the president °°.» 
î." At not do-good groups ` 
ie WM ‚not people whö sit around and say 
he Auge tomorrow 
we'll do.. Rp UNE 








it s you 
it's me 






ig +=. the true meaning of 


^2 7 i may want my idea of peace 









h 

x- -plain? ; x is not = 
plain gir RT Tod 
it is: meaningless: ۱ qo u 
explain I how. itel: et 
pa sbi P i 

E cay not u 
* if one person 
is only worthy of 
a single letter 
why is thé. other. 1 
worthy. ofi fire == T Pard 
(or vice versa) z nc 


«did: aya be ict t 













2 iy make ۷ & u 
*'- into why and you `; 
why take simple letter’ ` wis ee 
and make them complicated? 
people make everything 
complicated 


and in void sin so ANUS 





Su AW 
ML 


١ taal s perfect 
` nobody knows everything 
because there: is. ho need | 
for.ohe ‚person: fo: know: 


ORO EL 1 





Barbie ۵ 


the styrofoam plates 

we leave on the table outside 

or do they just 

throw them away 

into the Buck’s Rock Personal Landfill?" 
she took a plate and got in line 

i took one too 

wondering 

are we just being taken in? 


where do the plates go? 


do we use them again? 

i poke holes in mine 

but i've never gotten one 
with holes poked in it 
or patches where holes 
used to be 


where do the plates go? 


do they become labels on 
Coke 

or Pepsi 

or ginger ale 

or Snapple bottles? 


where do the plates go? 


i heard that the company 

who "recycles" the plates just doesn't 
bother with us anymore 

we don't give them enough 

to make it worthwhile 

can't they see that 

every little bit counts? 

don't they understand? 


where do the plates go? 


where is the earth going? 


why does it have to go? 


oes it have to go? 


Rose Platt 





0 


و 
ipe iv‏ 
is‏ 


ish 


>, 


۰۰. ‘as-she: ffaünts-her twenty-two men 
is, as grace ‘hawk in flight 
d'or defaced 


"blos 


۳ p 0 9 S 5 
- she-is'as*b 


for she is my first love 
and she is football ۰ 

















Photo by Daniel Walfish 













* ny 


Crying; screaming out, 
As ‘its en is cut 









And seeing their gain, 
Skip over others’ anguish. 

The tree grinds its branches 
serves its limbs 


pu 




























She knows the tree's sorrow, 

Having been cut herself 

With metal beams, 

: And unici cie 
he‘ 








Sending a RR -echoing shudder 
Through the earth. 


kihg'ámong themselves, 
‚Chrsing the rain. 

One plants a grimy foot 
On the tree’s bark, => 
Pushing it into the earth ®. 
He 3 no respect 





With aie criés.: e 
That would touch thes men 


To tears, 
If ‚only they knew 

















of imminent ی‎ 1 : 

She turned and looked about. The land. was. i silent as indi : But now it: was a Ns 
foreboding quiet. Remaran sat up in her: bedroll: and listened. : Faintly; and then louder, she NT 

¿5 heard. hoofbeats. es she, ehai $ ‘gathered her few things and’ d'spming. upon the back of her. 


t 



















ES ¿made iheir way / ind the smoldering campfire cautiously: “They did not 
had kindled that fire, nor did isi ین‎ the. reasonit z behind the 





lie m 2 a 
P into a: restless, dreamful, sleep.. 


+ 


^ 


5 


is dn n wok "Dad? Dinner's. ready.” 
ره‎ "Huh? What're we having?" ١ 
"Roast sacayuntu, Oh, and fresh trayunara with o 5 special sauce, * 
: 33 بش‎ delicious.‘ Remmie, I have N 2 

‘from his desk. "It’s called Bauble. I E s 
"Ey 1 SUTE asit ; 







"Boss, I can't find her," reported Farchim from his station in the main control room, 3) 
























das tired to his chambers and’ at his desk, conteribliaing the stack of M 
f -¿ him. "Ido not have the tiones for this!" he muttered.” Logging on his ` 
c, hie typed in ¢ & single word; Bauble. The screen blinked and then me: 

i file is restricted. You do not t have the. 





Lear 5 





2 circus woke at dawn. They broke camp and heatied for a | small town known a 
After a;week there, they would be moving on to the big city, Labodiri. ER cd 
he arrived. at: ‘Trindleton around noon. The mess tent was set up, an 
ınch.. Meatiwhile, Atherion: and. some of the others were struggli 1 
: Preparing the Big Top." 5 
eb sprhe T help, with this peg?! " shouted Fechiq. i 
tne. just... Y : there, done, * Atherion headed towards his friend. "What's ب‎ 
we ‘problem. You just turn this a little to the left... then push it forward 
ita: “all fixed!" -. کج‎ 
E "Thanks: Aui gion, You. ‚sure häve a Tinik for mechanical things. If you 
= of the trapeze, you! could always travel with the circus as a mechanic!" Fechig 13 
et took the round i he had found the: night efo out of his 

























% 








duty this mon 
"20 "Thanks. 







8 "Hey perros ‘Wh brings you to this: ‚neck 7 ciii y B 
۱ ball last-night; dnd. T think it might belong to one of the kids." 


TS 








med to ecbénize it. She returned the trinket to bin: and he left. 
®:calling his name. He. futned around. 3 










"Sir, we are لين‎ i ten kilométers ‘of : and 
Pm on any way." Trachik left his room’ and headed up ihe eh 


















ie Trachik. What is it this time?" 
"Hello sir. We've picked up her trail. She seer 
"Very good, very good. Do you need backı 
"No sir, we can manage for the tinge. beg: ۱ 
"Is there چم‎ deena else?" li 

















ran woke up later than she had intended. She.stretched: “and yal 
She would find her father and everything. would be a tight: - Then 
Vas missing! "I guess I'll have to go back for. it. eu .set me back? bui 


to go on without Bauble." Remaran mounted: ber wiläbeäst said Fi de. 


















Ed into the mess tent and looked. for Sherra. He spotted 
mediately, and walked over to her. 







àc a my poles 8 omar i d sit t down? ۱ 
pology accepted:' Athe on ‚sat down next to her on 4he«bench.. 


urprise’." = 
*Ugh. Sounds’ deadly. 
It’s not too cr 












» ¿Ehad an idea about = owns that bauble: you had eföre 
er " Atherion nodded. "Well, did you know iat ás we 






Well, who Was (tiens could” vex 
+: "Maybe. Thanks. You've gorap oint 






"Sir, we are picking up signs of a life form. "Bio: se match those of Remaran. * Upon 
heating this, Trachik: e his office and entered the main í otitfat Foam. 

















s'for Bauble. Bring her to my office when she awaker 
"Yes sir." Trachik went next: door and logged. ontoithe computer there. He typed in: 
١ "Baüble" and this time was admitted to the file. . 









ibject is 
slentist working for _ 
ees He : 


now a; Ni ام‎ ‘ship Reviis, captained ys 
A = P zt rack: ‘padarot the Northern Quinans. ` 
ete Aa 9 We are presently tracking his daüghte 
Eu Remaran who is believed to have Bauble | inher. 
possession. The computer looks like"a: Small round © 

ball, and can easily be mistaken for a toy... eR ee 
taehik then typed i in "Remaran." The screen blipped and printed, 
tee: command or mg name. 




























campfire. Su 1 EN Bas behind û her. She whirled around to face her, 
thought, "What nate o to my. ‘warning sense?" Then everything went blank JS 





She. woke up zu a small en, hands and feet tied. 
"Hi princess." 
"Daddy?" 
"It’s me hon." 





"I hear someone comi 
"So, you’re awake. 

"Where are you taking pe " she as d; 
"Be quiet." They: 0 dem up the t idirs in silence until E reached 2 a small door. 
















Photo by Zack Brown 
























iris ling before him. "Well, wo ty 
^. "What do you want vid and my father?" 





Wt ae "I don’ t. have it, and nei. des he. 
MT. "What did pos do with Bauble?! . 
E a 4 “a ie 





| | you | lose Bauble?" Remaran shrugged, puzzled by his c 
T od niea on his’ Comimunicator. ۲ return the prisoner to cell three: a, 
















Pc "Atheriön! went back tarot af a a pleasant lunch: ih Shérra.: When they were ee 
es? setting up, he went to the small tent he shared with Fechiq to, relax and ‘get some rest: before the- 
X evening performance. As he ae out of his sweaty work clothes hé took out thé Té an d 








| Be at 
Š fh Just oa 
Ty Ve 


Baublé: ' That is my code name. 
"What are you?" 
- Tam the cd TE ox di sa last night. Actually 













: They have sco 
yon Myr 
Yes. " s must be 
"I'll do anything I. Ån What do. 
Soon, there will: bea 














‚Open your mind to me every. 99 
: e t know if 1 can do it.” 


is 10 come. Thank you. . 
- "You re welcome." - 








to see everyone in the Big Top ii in five minutes." 
ut of bed and ge over to the heri He 







‘Atherion, are you ready? 
"I guess so... what Eee I do: Lond 












* ` Atherion felt his. hand go up ina 

his: own body. The offi cer nodded ands al 
: Atherion looked down.’ His clothing!:It had change 
identical to the officer”s... did Bauble do Wien ET 















prisoners 0 him Kabya is: a j rêal Ohanian: H 
"days. By then this should be well over. ote 


P Here ‚the floor ee ted dot: 1 
à ndioaíe «an unlocked path : td: 38 دا مه‎ the map: wil ی‎ d 10 suit your needs 
show a "path. of escape. The ifla Will c also change as the. ی‎ ie rng change. Ifyou need: 


Pesas, 
"Knock him out and An model Ather 
Yes Master. I will il do as you hav 

















"uhwillingiess to disclose any Inter Why did she pretend ignorané 
know-wliat Bauble was. Why else would she have carried: it halfway mite t 
: 2 Baah, he Lm time for that. He E "s 

e looked up through thé skylight: at. Polaris making.it's 


3 was Othania that orbited EN a SET 








new تدای‎ war, peace, ware ah p 
he do if Bàuble was not found in Trindleton? Af ‘Hygralmin g 
would. be وتو‎ forever! Into a cniel; ١ „uncaring world, aie 








goin, on. I don't even: pens it is we're here! My life is in n danger and y yan wont even n tell 
me rud much less tell me your part in the whole bra I don't like it, and T Fes da continue 






I’m sure ‚our. 
At least ier can do: 














..’," she mimicked. "Pm going to ask if I can 





ith you. She says it’s E TE : 
ê. she finally decided: ‘fo: eome. forward with what ne id. S 


hat: would' defintely atake his workload easier Escor her to my office in; 






































ae v1 minutes. "Have Kobya guard. the remaining prisoner while ee 
LI "Yes sir." Birchin went to the cell door and. delivered: is’ commanding officer R 
"Remmie, please don’t do this." s : 
„Daddy, I don’t have a choice. You won’t tell me à ‘hing. ‘and r m sick a I 
8 PN ‚with Mom!" Remaran sat. on the flimsy cot, refusing to respo: : t 8 
3 19 
; he green.: arrows, Äthefion. soon reached cell ‘three: 
: his‘; ‘friends "Look; Kobya, could you take over? Trachik needs me, 
e” rin. ‘answered: automatically. Then he wondered who the guy was 
yer dto: He turned: diis: thoughts: back to the map image inside his head : 
Lu Birchifentered the: cell and led Remaran back up the stairs to Trachi M 


"Trachik; “Sit; “here is Remaran." 8 . 
"Thank: you 'Birchin, you may go now." Birchin. “left and: ENT ; 
opposite Trachik’s desk. "What did you wish to talkto me bod e 
39 "To begin with, I really don't know where Bäub 
a want Bauble. I left my home to.search for my fath V 

Hit wAš: given to me as a presér 

Bale was gone I ón Gas‏ ی 
hen. I hay tried to ask my father why this is happening but he‏ 











. from Earth to arm high ranking officers, =" je] 
The illusion of: Kobya shimmered ‘dissolved. "I am not Kobya., “This is Ax The 

igy 34 mpletely under my control. To destroy me he must die!" Trachil hita 
side of his desk. "Ha! Don't m know by now that I can see y P 




















Daddy, please." ; 
*'Bauble continued to t 














- Using every bit of wili Athe 
it to Trac “tem catching the itr 









idait *d'rachik placed 
nirt threw himself 





۳ pm nos? 
;:J0U:t0 meet Atherion. Heke 

days with the circus." ** a 

ing he would like this woman, Kala, if her persêhality 


E pa "Hello?" 1 فيك‎ 





16 t ree found much in common and stayed: up. way. past. mii 
ing’a bond that would truly withstand theitest ei me ` : 











Illustration by Sarah Tunirk 








me frome A na? zi 
with pee ‘days, constant i Hocking 






















My eather: eyelids dusted 
with: lead drip down my face 
the: ‘imaginations of mortals running 








I Ka that de ancient 
ones won't. s.. 
miss me. ae 






running wild. 
till I turn my face, 

awaiting the worst. 
The men in black, 

"their tools of sadness and pain. I’m digging 

x frantically, to pull to the top, No 3 

awa. M them. ی‎ 














































; wable/tó: e etra. 
E fors someone, 





: oe splatter me 
T e all over the earth. bise 
اما‎ She will have et 
a glossy yellow slicker 
Be rea boots. 
= Lost in reverie, 
Iam ignorant 
of the child's rubber heels. 
" _ .. Blithely. content to dream, 
: 7 d $ I stagnate 
* | A ** in a cloudy puddle of rain 
زد > ابا‎ has run off someone's roof. 
t p ^ Where i is:the child? 
. ean not find : 


her foggy breath 
Sv nor taste her lively step 
a She fails to 

























ied her E dl She was used to the وه‎ 
el of the crowd ‚that taunted he 








Milly", because’ bd v wás $ frequently found: eae ‘trees during recess E 
It upset her - to. think ‘about it then, as;it.did when she was youn 
ago that she \ was. above them all. They were just jealous; ni was num) ) 


e ds q er feibusd ta int ess SE 
d, she worked her butt ff i in CHOO dé oped a holier than thou: ‘attitude, and told them all to bug 


2 | Ot-Surpri All she 
e$" wanted wa to leave her o she, could drop this attitude and introduce hersel to the only boy 
PM ib óüt, every night, since ninth grade. DONA a 
theo nly time she mustered up the courage, Jason interrupted: By! 
üsty was far from the chem lab, down by thé band rehearsal: ‘stage: y 
"the lunch line, despite the repulsive stench' ‘of greasy schoo] food, PT cod 
. Right ra ja Lx to follow through with saying? hello.” „Shë “had 1 
Heimy air causing her eyes to tear. a bit, She leaned’ fo 
rep ¡Isive looking, short, fat boy whirled her around E 15 ee into. 
























: Pm a fweshman. و‎ da fwist day. ` Pwease hewlp me.' 
nost old: him that he didn’t need any more food. However, it was bad enough that the entire 5-5 _ = 
t's as" an uptight priss. with no “friends. She could not chance being seen rejecting this eus 

ble. Then again, being seen ‘intetacting with him could enhance the already existing hatred. ٠ 
"Ask:someone else. I do not. familarize myself with ans sociokconomically depressed: a zes 

r m only. ih Jine to get a soda. : ‘So. please excuse me." She: ‘congfatiilated: herself $ silently, ‘Her: éloquent” 
wW ee = ‘the loser to bug off. ‚This proves, she thought with great’ ی مس‎ AED art ho: ‘as ‘uptight ig 
i he s ی‎ 


miled, aná lier 

















ps Bine forward again ‘and. uis T— MEX. "voi NE on 

She leaned too far. She tripped over a rightd Ot. - Then P mped into a large shoulder. A rush of زير‎ = 
blushed: ‘her cheeks. x as - Aet 
piel I'm so sorry. . 





ES 









I can’t believe: 





BR 5 a clutz," her words tumbled out; id U i 
ished she could: take 1۳ back. * ee 





sty, ied to breath "t his mouth to avoid inhaling thé: fürs of the cafeteria. Tapping ! his pencil V . ae z 


st his thigh in time with. the string of notes echoing; between his "ears, he N about ‚Jason, Levy’ i 








































too Boni, What did that n mean‏ ی criticism. He said the ‚song jus iar ting‏ ومد 
ی v. > + Maybe it. was. the lyrics:‏ 





She" و‎ so young ^ 

^... füll'of roses 

2 ‚and lace. 

COM 25 Wants so much 

NOCT. to ease your pain. . 

ME Wants so much: Em. ۲ 

you-to love her “أ‎ 1 

Wants to; chase your ES 

far away. AC. oa ee 
3 و‎ = a = 

E 5 But T. dob't'w want her oM 

` to-love: E e Ee. p "is Hu. Erde 

* don’t want her tenderness." ^ — os E 25 E 





, wasnt Md. But he was so lost in thought; it startled him. 
‚The pan was apologizing madly, frantically. it seemed. "It’s okay, Paget 
, almost: as abrubtiy as she had bumped into him, she ran off... S 













e. 1 ` "Juvenile, b p 'tomileiel juvenile." ` Milla whispered to her reflection ing 
'' mirror. She smoothed. er braided hair, then rebuttoned one of the brown buttons yn 
Her khaki pants looked good: all pleats pleated. $ pleasant surprise to.h 


She detested the way she felt every time she saw Rusty, like iaa 1 ; 
, But,now, oh now, it was hortible.:. He a spoke; to fer and ‘she: ran away. Like a chicken’ 
= head’ was chopped off. Like.a | psychotic x woman... she made ¿ A ‘complete and utter fool out of herself; what. 
1 was'she going to do. ‚the ‚next time she saw him? as 












1 d so تور نی‎ and stretched. He wanted to rip “all the Strings, out and 
۱ “frustration was go inside him, he needed to bury. his guitar 







E “After د عه‎ i 
zu ‘contact: for: feeling the need to). She knew her strong will + was: weakening. Me 
3 for comifort. again, like the ‘days when she was a kid being t “teased. 
VRBE. ‘only Rusty would: talk. to her. She saw him alone: all, the time. Did he he 

pe want someone to talk to? “When. ‘she walked:gut are 
as. ‚they searched for one friendlystace: ‘that would li 





AP 





+ remembering all the hurt he felt during those ‘ait f: 
da no reason, feeling frustrated / 




























ted at the song again. I think it’s the. words thar are the pre He handed Jason the =. - 


E * ER ELA ۱ vi 
ghed. "That's not it, dude. When you pinged 24 Pi ido a 6 
that was three p ago. I think you've lost if.” ام‎ ver M E ۷ B^ 


0 Bi “stunk. . a 

kis d'inside him, and memories of the t iine hl he had: als Vs Poir den ceto. > 
t he felt, memories of California, came. back to him. There. had to-be me Way. of 
€ ¿had lost. He wanted to tear apart the past couple of years, throw them‘ M ‘and: then 





. e. P 
MA owed her car as: he ppd the stop sign. She glanced ir in: ی‎ view; mirror: 3 "The. lack” 
P " are shë put into her appeatanee: thàt day was quite apparénr: No: concealer to hideshér “dark. circles, no - 
“Plas, she. was: تارف نیوا‎ “drab 2 shirt 
and BER pants that were 100 bi for her. Her hair remained braided. But: she‘ يه‎ sy ۱ 
۳ 1 id sh 











ust ty slung his 55 over his shoulder; T 


Way 
sd with a group of. guys by the des 


Jason looked i üp. at him. Their éyes met briefly Piu 
qugh. He knew. Jason had no idea what good music was. 










there ‘were ae 4 





Milla parked dire car. She wanted to i 


۰ 


qee ania out, T her hair looses andy wi 



























ns afterndon, Bucks Rock was graced with the presence of Erica J ong, à: E 
‚offered k 0 a porum on T pany about everyday objects Thé following piecés. 

































"Bui it refüsed to come loose. 
‚He! traced. the- circular coil of silver 
from top to bottom 
| se “to top again, ` HE 
. four times... 
^. all the way aroun 
5 He sniffed at the. metal: 
and was impressed by its sch 
As he twisted his wrist 
the vn u the silver 





و 






The hood shádes Any: es 
But there is no sun. 
And I like the rain. T d 






Asien alee f flourescent tap 
Is unworn,, : i 








Before they whir and vibrate in the impact“ pU — 
Of a wholesome smack, 

But lie pale and thin as their 
Whimpering, sickly owner. 

They lie flat ‚and hopeless in.the dark, 












“watch the light brown ‘streaks run down ie white porcelain. And 
oplet: can break off and fall onto my y lap. I can feel the rough “unglazed. bottom scrape across my tongue. 1 put 
it Still.makes’a semi-circle of liquid. And: LT can. ‘see th 
ándle, and I look into gs dark, لع‎ Rf the decáf. .I 
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: Br was böred: because he’d et 2 
- “How long. .bêfore:1, ll. be let it?" he a ed 
“Not far 2 while, 4 she replied. 


When the family Acura crashed and Slo 
ru to get out of his body | and float M to heaven, or dona 


| id you say?” 
aya stupidly. For some reason, he felt le was اف‎ natural 


d water bottle said in a iy. ‘squealing voice. : 
i rd one retorted. “Anyone can count. ‘telephone ‘les 
rst one said. “But who would actually do i2". 
water bottles, as well a as Sloan, were in the middle’ of an endles و‎ 


en bon spouts at kim again, 


pig Set 








ae i. room. You' re: ‚gonna b oki." ۹ Nene ^ 
The man turned. ‘around: «and walked away towards the white blur. He began to' blend i in with it on hen 
he vanished. Sloan’ thought h heh 2 
pital. er alien. allsof, a sudden. I’m not dead! I’m in a] 


6 Bi nére was a table wits some. ‘sort, of- tube on it.. 
A one. Which went into his arm W : 


“Are you okay?" Nicole asked meekly. 
Sloan stared, at. ‚Nicole. That wasn’t Nicole’s voice. 


2 


Sloan shook his héad. No, it was just his eyes going crazy agai 
hate jt 
Strong” styrofoam. ۱ ۱ 1 
i£ third thing he notice wast 














a “Huh?” RIES "said, waking up. “Were sou. ifs to me?" 
—..* "Yes, sir.” "Thé secretary answered in that same plastic voice. “Please enter sight N 
“` Maddye. pushéd himself off the leather sofa he had been mepe on for the Y 3 

: “down the‘ corridor behind the secretary's desk. 
ie took. a long time for one to get. in to see the Boss, „but Maddyc was imm 



















able to do a وح‎ job. For the fifteen years 
good job. rà then for thé:last BM years: 





è 







His hand rested on the doorknob for a few moments, as; if ی‎ 
wouldn't turn. Instead, a very large sign dropped down: fight i in front of his” 
yu "ATTENTION! 11” it read, “YOU ARE E ON SEE THE B2) A: 







; THE ETERNAL, THE „î 
iD GOD: BE VERY, VER end 


Es 





‘Kept, 
| back and forth. Es the untrained eye (and even 0 the: tr see eye), it seemed 
e chair. But in the chair was sa The Boss! ; sed 









4 3 A 
i Mu 
ی‎ a Miis 


at, you chattering dolt!” The Boss shouted so loudly thar a Maddyè paige 
but he held his ground, — 


59 5 voice grew caliner: Please leave your resume with me e'and I'll get back 







=M ddyc’s mouth;d 


Mus 


5 à lot of Hs ke. "rs 





SRO: ur i uU ES 
“WHAT?!” “The Boss shrieked, “You: confront ME? Ha! I laugh at you puny little face! I don’t give abe 
a pig's ‘breath’ iti it’ s fair or not:: Tve aati à mind to destroy e immo stn and throw ye ‘soul: to the four, Kan 
hells! t Would: ‘you like that?” 7.7: 7 PE : 










١ ehr my top messengers have had troubles with this one.” 
Moti a ae control-his relief at not en ed 
۷ ” The Boss said, Sasi i 

















7 i 7 “There's $ Vieh. à ی‎ You ba ve fed it Here.” : 
Am - hest folder was thrown into his arms; ‘and he was blown out of the office and back into the corridor. e 
| AE ir "> Damnit! ‘he thought to himself, rente: 1 Just should have st pee. 2 هل‎ td 


. او‎ 
PO EN 















-— DE لا‎ entered the elevator with. ihe folder under 


2 GR” he said. to the: man operating.it, de the ho 








" three others ‘behind’ him: “He grunted. 26 
Maddyc looked at. ‘thé mortal elevator on a child who was damned before die was born, forced: to e: 
elevator ` operator for’ the;rest , of.his life. The last time Maddyc had seen him: the élevator boy was seven 
- years old. Now hey jas "old. and- Ey, almost ۷7 years old. It د‎ reminded Maddyc of how I ong. fee 
speni in the. ‚waiting toom. ` tes CHAP x : j 
E . "Where are "you. ea وه‎ one ‘Of theo ers Behind him said. Maddye: Dok: at Dim and saw.a:man' soit: 
Nur ie: age. . But considering. that everyone" of his kind resembled a Mar, et mens he couldn’ t really ke x 


PSY 
c . “Mission for The Boss,” he answered. He said no more. 


















با 


N 


vi T his hands sense, “Woah!” he shouted, “On secon 7 ht, 






pte : rl keep ۰ 
assignment like 





ER 
is E 






that was ی‎ 
His bed m d هه‎ 









me dinner gong, you pé de shouts into his bedroom dud die closed door as she walled 







he “down the hallway, “It’s diriner tire! I mean it t Sloan, you're scaring us all. You're forgetting ever SLUT : 
vay" thing.” bi Bei ER E 
Sloan shoak dand got.up on his feet. He walked out of the bedroom and followed Nicole” EZ 
بت‎ ge :ماقم‎ "Diver o gong? He Femembered his family haing, d or bell, but a dinner r gone?! ; a 1 ee 



























almost done,” > Abigail said to theth ds ‘walked into the kitchen, “I just Hav 
: mashed tomatdes..”: pi i: E 
Sloan: paused. What did she say? ; ۱ 
Ka “Uh,” ” Sloat. stuttered, “Don’t you mean mashed potatoes?” _ ': 
we ThE, rest. of the family winced, Abigail and Bill stared at each. other with nervous. 
-“Mashed potatoes?!” Nicole gagged. “That’s gross!”. E ۱ 


















His parents and sister continued: to' ‘Stare: ama, Sloan was. ی‎ to feel a little insecure. 
., “Uh, sorry, "he said at last, “You fust have. "wog... I meant tom Des." "m 
His family seemed to accept that, and Bil > their places at:the table 


them. EO us : 

Shaking her. heal, Abigail walked to the freeze E and opened it. Sloat 
" appeared tobe: a frozen. penguin. Holding it by its feet, she walked Vê 
bowl of tomatoes’ was placed. 






something, but then thought better of it. 
۱ d are. ou doing to that penguin?!” he 


as SCREW UP ANYWAY.” | 
—THE BOSS" 








> The Boss $i 








2 Maddye mat Bel inside Sloan’ s ی‎ to. fin him eating his mattress. Maddyc’ 5 eyes widened. v | 
1 “What. th the hell are you doing?!” he shouted: i Dammit! : 6 


Sloan nud around. “Who fail n that. $3 








5 | Mada sinned. “Ha!” "s Taughed, * "East try! I know you cannot see me, que اه‎ OOE”. S" 

Me lyc doubled over as Sloah's fist connected with his stomach. He quickly reached back, to: sendy = 

Hf; found jothing, and fell to the floor. E ۹ 

T E it again, genius, Maddyc thought, next: A 
1 dare : x 











Loss‏ بت 


et is € d | your. universe, the sky is..." Madyc paused = a second, "Purple with red and... E 
oe polka, dots, “right?” i E ORE 

. No,” Sloan said; bewildered, “It’s blue.” 3 a 

`. Maddyc’ و‎ mouth dropped open. “Blue?!” he shouted. “You came from that universe?! HA!“ 
a 'bore-hale! : ‘I can’t believe it! Blue!”” i 
ey ud a « “Shut up!” Sloan interrupted. “What do you mean Im: ined to be dead?” 
i ; ^» Maddyc took a deep breath. "Okay, you died. But insteád 

i "you were reborn in your own body in an alternate u niver: 

cocked his t thumb upward... “The "on d eM‏ عيضا j‏ ع 


e 

















p. actually. He says it's only a وی‎ 































os 
| answer.” u.) te E : 
e” Sloan's: qui look | grow even more quizzical. “So what are you going de do?" es 
, Maddyc folded his "arms. | “Well; we. have to remove your soul, run it Ihrough the computers. ar 
| have you enter: ‘your, next life: Quite: ‘simple Process, really.” و‎ E er 
P ‘Sloan’ 's eyes, How. larger. “Your Fe: gonna kill me, ” he said horrifi ed. $ WES 





one that’ 5 BENI to bê tiere, run you through the works, and everything will be okay.” 
- ME *You're crazy!" Sloan shouted at the immortal. 
“No,” Maddyc said calmly, “I’ve just got a job to do—" 
; “You're crazy!” . an said again. 
ب‎ “No, Man: 5 EA 
of h 












ar id took two steps towards the door, then turned to starê at Sloan. 

» intér- siipra fabric starts deteriorating because of this, don't blame mel!” 
hed vet] the ‚door, ‚and was just about to go through it when he paused. 

th door? he: thought, I can just teleport out of here. 

dto: do.just that, when suddenly an idea came to him. 

He slowly turned his'fa e to look at Sloan with a ات‎ 

“Sloan,” he said; “ae ou an alcoholic?" 

Sloan stared. “No.” 

“That’s the first sign, ۳ Maddyc said, ^Denial." 

Shui “Wha... 


"We 


Pe Lap he pee سوه‎ ss "المومسو رس‎ 


ZR 
Miche, 
Mr 


nc entere a new body that eventually d aes 
“went on to become one of the most famous telephone on makers in the pouty: A tee 
g “You did good, Maddyc,” He: said. “Even if you are 2 ۳ 4 0 NE S 
Well, 5 dese des stuttered, “Thanks. I think." 5 een u . 
1 ss said. “And ۲ forgive you for your former stubbornness. Tus sare free 3 e 















































“IT wouldñtt dréam.of it," Maddyc said, breathing ing’ very slowly. 

Yo lf be p; 
E who’ needs health plan when you’re ncc? PER a 
2 : كت‎ yor re. ‘hot going to kill me?” p 


ork witht me. as. aif a as you live. AWftiehs s € ^ so don't ask me about rem ۲ 








VES Maddyc looked down. “Oh, “then. 2 
- .. The Boss’ 3 tone grew stronger.. “What : 
ETA -Maddyc bit: his lip. “Well, since Tm going to 
y^. "Spit it out, Maddyc!" ; 
رب‎ "Could I see-what' you look like?” he 
bo^ "The Boss’ remained silent for a tense fifteen seconds. 
^a" who asked me.that? à 

Maddyc licked his. Suddenly dry lips. “Uh, no.. 








Fa 









*Do you 








„Maddyc’ s eyes opened wide. 1 can guess,” 
The chair in which The Boss sat began to glo 
uld: faintly see a figure underneath, 


it‏ جر 


i ething wrong?” The Boss said. 





in bed: and:read or something. But I want to see qa bright and 
‘hard, "Máddyc." y 


aths, he 
i She was 








These woids 35. = 
about a ی‎ d garish makeup mask, -- 
E mound of teased hair- : 


۳ if they saw the real de 
wouldn’t like it) Bun 

And acted so well I wasn’t + ‚sure, who 4 Was 
anymore 

But really, the huge smile on my face was 

gnashing my x “apart. 
Then SS 
someone: older ‘me that Pd cared too much: 


e 

you know, 

I can act! 

So I acted through my smile. 
But.when she was convinced ‘didn’t 


. 

























In front of ur mind's eye, "ut 
Waving like clotheslines: on.an: autumn dj. : 
Always out of reach by : that one: tiny inch. 
> and write them in the: flickering, Hehe; wd 





` UP 


Pli your flashlight on the floor, 
Your pen and paper beside it. 

You sleep "till almost two a.m., 
When.inspiration hits you again. dos i 

De blankets. fall off and = 





E To it up, 4 ds r 
AS you 1 





Her sind is ea graceful, 
And she laughs inside, 
: ax the waves tickle her arms. 


: هن‎ with her beauty,: - ate 
'* And the lust of the paint, * 
As he conveys her i image 2 d 
On his canvas. 
Capturing her spirit and warm ١ 
In his brush, 
It caresses his work with color. 
She is an angel, glow-surrounded, 
Sparkling -brighter than the water 
‚Which supports her. 


5 "The: gehtle waves grow stronger, 
۶ Harsher, harnessing her strength 
“In their own.: 

+ Bhe y gasps, “drawn in by the waves, 
As she grapples for the bank, 
And the لايد‎ sand... 


xj. 


ro the sea, a mermado y m 
‘of seaglass': washed ashore. 
raved, för the sand, 
: b close, 
hing her glassy cheek 
2 1g its gritty soul. 
The artist rises 


























i B V 
we 


rs) to involve deeply; E 
absorb. | 








SES 
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The laundry: service at Buck's: Rock: is: quite good, 
actually. Oh, once m a while there's tHe announ- 
cement, “H-you see this Camper's laundry m^your 
bag bring. it:to the office?" (as if you'd do- anything 
else with if). But the only socks of mine that ever 
came back blue*were the ones that started out the 
same way. Your clothes come back clean, folded, 
and complete with an invitatión to the E&R Laundry 
50th Anniversary Gala (just.kidding). Seriously, 
they: do “fold your clothes, but if you want to have 
them ‘ironed, you'l have to go to Silkscreen or 
Sewing''and borrow an iron. And everything gets 
throwh into the. machine together, so if you. want to 
separate "ghts-and darks; eithér-share. with your 
friend. and put all your Jights in-one bag: and the 
darks:in another, or: wash your non-colorfast clothes 
by hand; : 

Of course there was. the time: last ‚week when 1 
saw an: E&R- worker- unloading: the struck’ in/2100- 
degree Heat ‘and getting big sweat stains all over my 
personalized hand-tie-dyed T-shirt’. but that’s. anoth- 
er ‘Story. 


Rosé- Platt 





Photo by Alex Couri 


























" be'bought, ib with other items s neče ary for your 
‚health and sanity during the: many. ‘Weeks ‘of camp. 
efore: ‘camp, your. parents, send. jn : 8 عون‎ which 
becomes your "canteen account". : But be fore- 
2 ‘Warned the stuff you get frorá the "shopper" or rolls 
‘of film that you. send off to be devéloj dare also 






ut 






3 20 down. Sometimes it? open: 

. usually from 8:30 or 8:45 "en. n 
howevét, you can only’ ‘buy toiletries or yogurt. ‘No, 
‘candy or soda is allowed until after,’ e last meal of," f 
the T remember to brush your teeth, déar! : yok Pp o 


urls. 





Rose Platt 




















> و ی 











: When I Wale! up to: hear Edie saying, "Matt Segal, 
you have, an important message in. the offices”, 1 “am 1 
not pleased. ‘For .a few: reasons. The first.is that you 
do not like, having your Lars: ‘Blasted off at eight in 
the morning. ‘The second féabon : is ها‎ the 
message was not for mé: y' و‎ 

I know that this. does Bot. make tise du ik 3 
figure: If I am able to*have' my eats ästed‘off right 
when I wake up, bo can't the message b be for: mer? 





i 


Joelle Yudin 
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_ GONG!!! 


Over-its years as an institution at camp, the Gong 
has developed a mystique. Especially this year, with 
all the new campers, the rumors: haye been flying 
like the Concord. Let's straighten out the facts: 

‘The Gong is not a dimensional gateway; if you 
step through it you will not go to a planet where 4 
everyone looks like Raquel. Welch, as was believed 
a few. years ago. However, stepping through it from 4 
behind: will take you to the Fleen Shop. Because 
there is no gong up there, the portal works only one gf 
way.. In addition, you have to step all the way 
through; if you were to put your foot through. o 
straddle the Gong to see part of your body ‘disap- 
pear; nothing would happen. 

-You.can play the Gong. Different parts of it 
produce different sounds. Raffi wanted to include 
the Gong in the orchestra this year, but the logistics 
involved.in.rnoving, it up to the Music Shed were just 
too difficult: 

The Gong: is not the Buck’s Rock prowler; it 
does not unchain-itself.and roll around after put-to- 
bed; so if تام‎ think you've seen it late at night, 
you've been dreaming. Nigel was once caught 
trying to play the colonial American game "hoops" 
with the Gong, but he was severely reprimanded and 
no one has tried to take «down the big metal ring 4 
since then. 

«The Gong was originally a train wheel. The 
circumstances of its coming to. Buck's Rock were ¿A 
quite tragic actüally, but it took some brave people 
much time and trouble to get the damned thing off, 
and they werem't-about to.stick around when the 
train derailed. 

Now you know: tHe truth about our beloved signal 
of wake-up, put-to-bed- and everything in between. 
But please, no matter how confident you feel in your 
newfound knowledge, don't sit on the Gong! After 
all, there was that time a camper sat on it and it fell 
down ànd rolled into the Canteen.... 
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Josh Berson 





























Ted there . "was no more to ex-' en 


and I. - si in fy Cave, with our 
‘bunk, when we hada cool experience. We found a 
, big tunnel going u “dan saw it first and I followed. 


“1 was ‚awesome. ‚It went up a long way. We climbed 
_ about; half: way’ up; then we stopped because it 


"looked: 190: dángei us. We called the tunnel "Ian’s 
Gipito." E Me; could: j ef because we knew, it had. 





t-p 
Bik because} “had pim Paling about this‘ tunnel: 


The room where’ we, were ‘was small, But we’ could: 9 


stand. When‘ "e. cie Out; we told Stan: and: the - 
. other campers’ abüut' the. room. We called the room * 
"Joe’s ai u 





OES 


we had hardly y any. tight. Wes were glad to finally Re 
light. . 5 er; 42 à ‘p= ya 


ESE * 3 ارم‎ ie soot. 
Us 


Joey Zeltzer ; l 








ver 















Roving journalist that I am, I braved the elements: to 
get the scoop. on the New Milford' Eight. 

It was a blur of legs pounding against glazed 
pavement. Yellow-slickered moral supporters risked 
life and limb.to pass water to runners as they panted 
by. Other: spectators evaluated the runners’ form 
and physique.. A number of Buck's Rockers tra- 
velléd from such exotic lands as Germany, England 
and Indiana to run this grueling race. ' To prepare 
for. the event, the runners followed a complex ‘carb 
diet of pasta perfect and tofu garden pie. 


Lewis O’Dending 


‘Look at the Quads 
on... L 
"Lazar the Star"! 


JUST DO IT...AND THEY DID IT! 


Craig, Kai, Jon, Ian 
Taft and Tahn 











1 "That was a piece of cake!" -Jody 


FP. E ۱ E 
E | es s FEEL. 
WÜNDERBAR!" 






"Iran as fast as my crazy legs could take me! 
۳ -Crazy Legs Jackson 





Vito: a wod, Chr: Ane ی‎ gon the | > 


E : broom’ closet and strode past the amazed kitchen 
A d ‘Teach iing his long arm to the top shelf. and 
es + pickin “some tofu from its resting place. Cheers + 


emerged. all around. Buck’s Rock was saved. In all 

nina tion, io one noticed + Andre retire and 
efge. » : Where were you, Chris, when we  — 
22." fmi ore than one of oa But Chris : 


y 
"P a T 


THANKS; Nictola’ Catherine, R Richie the”. a td = 
Hearthirob; Andy the Teddy Bear, Whiz kid ap 11 bo. 

right. back” Doug “Frenier, the wild and wacky, 
wishy, washy wet boys: Mike, Jason and ferens ; r 
and, 0 Al; Al er AL AC EY 


ME y ER et e dei, 
V Se 








a ی‎ ‘salad SEE stewards py ac 
‘dazzling. ‘Grew. 0 iind. toom attendants labored. 


ne W worked together Î in perfect 
harmony (especially when.,the health inspector. paid 
his annual visit!) Ad ittedly, there was now 0 : AM 
again a small bit of 4 fusion, since nearly all the» 
staff went by the name of, Al. And, every night at 




























ES hundred att of Buck’ "S Rock, 


1 ip “es E f£ 1 
"ys was often hala that the ‘chen, was ıs the Ha 
place on camp! Everyo 





“around 8:30, one could: see ‘sparks; smoke and the 
occasional mop fly around the room, "às. screams and 


en rung out! . WH, WAS, N T 


.. upset. Bück's. Rock’ S “delicate spiritual balanc 
` was dinner: time, and the first group of hungry 
campérs and staff was converging on the dining hall. 

Suddenly, . out“of the mouths of the. vegetarians 
hovering . by. the salad bar came the words; "What 
Happened. to the tofu?" t. 






eT coid Just kill for: somè tofu, “ol 

7 ^ camper was overheard remarking." "Don't you have 
any tofu?" “another” demanded, "what kind. of kitchen 
is this?” + ae ot: Me n 
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I ۷۵۶ 
am going: 
shower. ۵ 
luteley 110 ) ۱ 
getting. drésted:- Fe 

I went to breakfast and then went to sign’ “Up dr 





I went to jewelry and did some fimo. But I T 
not concentrate. I am getting mail today! How can™ 
anyone: cohcentrate? So I went to sewing to finish 
my dress. p E ` i K en P. b ^ uv a 2 x 

Lunchtime.: Finally! Hä € Waitedisso- long. DE 


mk Lope a ay 









`- print. No one was there, so I left. Iwas not in the” 
mood to print anyway. I went back to the bunk and: 
: brushed my teeth. 


"now... I get back to th 
. body get the niai? "Sài 
nO mail a stupid: w 


-Joelle 3 Yudin paini & bm E LSU 











7:30 a.m. - Wake up gong rings toö many times En you yell, "SHUT UP!" 
7:40 a.m. - Counselor. walks into your room and SMS, *Get out of. bed!" Nobody 
moves ‘a muscle. 
7:41.a,m)*+ Counselór walks overto you and says; "Wake up!" You. mutter, *m. sip, 
Pm كه “مث‎ you turnover and go’back to-sleep. bd. 
8:00 a.m. - Breakfast ‘gong rings» You're still in-bed. 
8:15 a.m, - Yoif décide to finally get up. rake’. 
8:45 a.m. "You go to breakfást; See that théy have scrambled eggs (again!); ab; A, uf 
spoon, and.head Over to get some Captain Crunch, 
9:00 a.m. - Done with Breakfast. You walk'tó the bunk. 
9:15 a.m. - Work gong rings: You pretend:yoi didn't hear it. 
9:30 a.m. - Counselor comes into the bunk'and tells you to gó to an activity. You: 
tell the Counselor yourlk gò somewhere asisoon-as your friend 1 is seai” 2 
9:45,a.m,-'You yell to hurry up,’since the. Counselor is'standing right there‘; 
9:50 a.m. - Your friend arrives and-you head over to-the Shop area. É 
10:00'4.m. + You're still asking, "What do you want to 009" * Your friend! sas "I 
don't know... What do you want to-do? You answer, "I doh: tknow." 
10:15 a. m. - Finally decide to go to Jewelry, You. have a temptation. b. ES the. Fimo, 
but: yoú resist the urge and Start: ona pair of 
11:45. a.m, -:Yóu go back to the bunk. * 
12:00 p:m..-:You-decide to go to lunch. 
12:15 p.m. - Waiting: on line. 
12:30. p;m.:-'Still-wáiting on line. 
12745 DER EAS ARS 







Photo by Leo E oF gis, 


12:50 p.m. - You see what's for ihi and. 06 to = peanut bons and djelly 
instead. 
12: 55 p.m. = "The dining:roóm'is Closing i in iva: Peo CONT HMM comes on.  . 
12:58 p.m. - You stuff tlie rest of. your miniscyle; M into ad PAQUI ‘and leave. 4 
1:15 p.m. = "MAIL!" ze : tL 
1:16 p.m. - "Mail is here?" you: ask from the door: You run. ‚over and wait patient ۱ 
for a letter addressed 4 Be 
1#20 p.m. - Run back to your bunk 0 open yoür letters from friends or ^ 
relatives. 
t; 30 p.m. - Spend the rest of your free time writing back to everyone “who wrote to. 
you. ART 
2:00 p.m. - Decide to go to the water hole with a few of your vb ett 
2:05 p.m. - Get into your bathing suit, and gather up your doi 4 bull : 
lotion and the towel you dyed in Batik. : 
2:15 p.m. - Walk over to the porch and find out the water hole is closed; =. 
2:16 p.m. - Very pissed off, since it is 100 degrees, you walk back to. the: ink. 


2۰ OX qx am.” Tha را هر یات وس‎ an banoa Ante aolo xmv Amber A Baki: ee ya A ا‎ B. 


Uck”s 








E 
1 
: 
: 





۰ Es a * 
LS Dod Te Sea di your Pty suit, she saya to hurry. itp “and then get to; an activity. HA d a 
? 221 p. m. - Start changing. back into your clothes.” - PE 
۱ ae 2 25 R m. £ Counselor screams from’ o ka hurry. up-yay y decide to ‘ake your. E ny 
ER ge ل‎ aa 5 ais A a > 
Ro eee 2:45: p.mx- - Walk out ‘of the biink: to find: al of your friends waiting pi you. 7 : p 
Poy ee oe 2:50 p.m. + Wander aimlessiy around. the, shops. : de s 


Bes tals 8 i 00, p m. = You, and your friends decide to go. to Photo ee a camera; “and také ; 3 : 4 NC 
oe “pictures... Si eu oe يد‎ NT 
E 20 p: m. - ^ Snack gong tings 






Solia: sand your puidi. alk over to, ind diving? hall FE E 1 














ho E d '; - and each take, chocolate chip codkie, ‚along with 2 Cup of bug.) aes 3 po trni 
Pease Tan ی‎ " EUR 30 pam. - You find atablo;:sit down, and talk. x 3 e us " 
ays ENG p.m. - You leave thé dining hall, but take وی مره‎ EN ine Font? ine‘; er 
Ur MP My a : are chocolate up, you know) M res 4 nt E 
لضت‎ a Se EE = 4, 
u^ ADT. UP ‘ ۰ 
۱ OUS an 
5 m en e : E 30 p. m. ges back to the bunk, sit outside, and have a Bargello party. p y 3 5 5 un 
3 N 6:15 p.m. - Go to dinner. a gr >. 

































^ 6. er wait. VEL و‎ m ^ "3 
| do p. m. - And wait some mof. . PY | 
E وعد‎ m. - You get in, but Blof yo out Friends have to stay behind. You grab هر‎ Hi 
BE verî “get ygt dinner, her, and, walk over to the: doors.” MIC 
zx Cade Irc à s. you'll find a table add, save them: some sé sea ie 
m ae 6:48 p.m: Yo Fou iint enter, ‘and give them a wave tà] Tet them, det has 3 
` ۱ 5 ic . Gre eit 7 dite Es y 


59: 9.0247 و‎ the dining hall and. run over to the canteen. Het 
708 pin $ sk front of the line; and. order your usual A&W Cream oda’ 
PR: ns the limited edition Jos: Kool. gu and : a Mies. mace : 
UE 10 p. any r 14 Out by the ping pong table 
Auges. 30 p.m. E ithe evening activity. 





















door. uil the Counselor comes and, aa / و‎ 

11:00 p.m. - Counselors turn the lights off, but QUE. “friend” wich turns themiback 
fice. she needs the light to وا‎ FI c es Xe ORE E 
aselor”e goes back in and p in Gold’ ve sworn I el Moa a Tia 

- de Heis backoff. = i 
— Uu E وت‎ SE Me kinga 
à E 45 Lp. a Te CEE comes in n and tells you to be 1 
d 00 à. m. - Yeu only lie’ dów , and wish اا عم‎ else a r a "goo signi 
di I3 











„The Female CIs In Tents Almost Die On The _ 
Night Of The Storm -~ 





4 15 àm: Rikki wakes up to the not-so-comforting noise of thunder. Scared out of her mind, she grabs : 2 c Y 
" handful of Ali's hair in the hope of waking her. Ali keeps on sleeping and, Rikki, .out of options, decides”: A Td 
to brave the storm and the darkness: She goes, back to sleep. : ۱ ۲ 1 Y : 





2: 30 am: A pull on Rikki's hair altos her from a <a. ‘slumber Got) itl An 4 removes Ali! dE 
hand from her hair: and replaces. it with her own. They hold. hands ànd whimper with fear as ‚de lightning 
illuminates the tent. (always with the un of revealing a strange man holding an axe). * 
"x 45 am: As Liz and Jen ۳4 up, a great weight falls against Ali and; Rikki’ s: "wall", ‘An axe ee 3 E 
... A tree? A power cable? Is:the tent collapsing? Frightening thoughts fly through all of theis heads in the two 2 Wm 
seconds that it takes Ali to make a mad dash to the center of the tent. As Ai collides with a tall object, Liz, ba 2a 
Rikki,” and Jeri pray ‘fervently that it is their fan and NOT a human being. Still not quite “sure what Ali * , 
humped into, ‘they. let out four shrill screams followed by crazed laughter. . - è 
d 
Te 2: 55: am: ۳ ohanná erom, accompanied by "The Unnamed Savior", hears the repeated screams from Tent 
COMPE Scared and is the two inhabitants of tent #2 venture across the "street" to tent #1 to find out 9 
: or i diei tiends are dead. | ^ amt 
m. p a am: MESRA tent #1 and finds Rikki; "Eit, Jen, and Ali crouching in Jen's and Liz's beds, ۳ p 
۱ sa ns ¿The Unnamed Savior" enters terit #1 and js. greeted with screams of surprise and: der 3 ari 
. due to his"urfexpected arrival. After the initial respónsé: to [le^ “Unnamed Savior", the tentees realize. that T» 
this tall, dark, handsöme and funny "Savior" is actually: -eoniiforting” to hae ground. dite tentees decide to +... 
. ا‎ the WALDE for a while to calm their nerves. se A ES Ro A e fe ae 
ade ah SE 4 0 LEN . paran, A > i ان‎ "> 7 i = 
3: 00 am: Someone’s alarm: goes off, The fiye tentées "begin to calm down. Ali and the a go Outside to 
see what actually did hit the "wall". "What they discoveréd was a makeshift swimming pool‘hanging from 
the roof of tent #1. ‘a . 
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"Photo by Rikki’Bishop. * 


3:07 am: They all determine: that water has filled up their. tarp and it has collapsed. "Gee, that's swell!" | 
they all exclaim. The tentees also.determine that they could have died or ré-enacted the lovely tornado. scene 
from "The Wizard Of Oz". They give free tours of the tent and "pool" to passing ۰ 


3:15 am: All go to sleep. Johanna stays.and.the Savior leaves. They play musical beds. What fun. They each 
learn how to fit two people in beds too. small for one. Liz-moves around the room; testing out each bed to 

"see which-one is to her liking. She picks Jen’s, Rikki’s and Ali’s. Johanna sleeps: soundly in Liz’s bed until 
9:30 am. pi. | 


9:30 àm: Nigel and Sam Mazzarella come to fix the tent. -Fhey inform the women of tent #1 that if it 
weren't for:the tennis balls on.top of their tents, they would surely. have perished in the storm and. been: 

tentless (not that it would have mattered if they were dead). Tennis balls saved their lives? The tents don't: 
seem to be as sturdy as Ed had thought. - AR 

a ; 

10:00 am: They all deny that they were scaréd, laugh off the experience and tell each of their friends a story 


‚which gets more and more interesting and. dramatic ‘as the day goes on--after all, they did almost DIE!!! 


= 


Rikki Bishop 








Photo by Daniel Walfish 


Casper is the"old man (dirtyzéfd man ) who likes 
to come irt at night becausé héfis afraid of the dark. 

All of the.horses at the stables have their own 
personalities, and theyre all good horses. 


Jen Harper. is our proud J.C. this year and Kerry : : 


Cooper “and: Steve Goodings are our. counselors. 
Kerry likes,tó sleep in the stables and drench .her 
body: ia horse fly repellent. 

So.cöme to stables. Seriously=riding.i is fun! If 
you didn't come this yeár; then-eorne next summer. 
We learned to ride: here and; when: we: began, we 
were complete screw-üps; ROW; we're. ‚only partial 
screw ups. : 


Eva Levinson 


The stables is a really interesting place where really 
interesting things happen to the really: interesting 
-peopleewho go there. 

There. are lots of interesting horses in lots of 
interesting stalls with lots of interestingly. colored 
harnesses on them. 

Along with the very interesting water and manure 
fights, which are still going on from last year: and 
which ‚are very interesting, there is a” new game 
called. "See How Many Flies You Can Kill With A 
Horse Crop." 

Steven Goodings, one +of the riding counselors, 
brings with him, from England, the latest technology 
in fly-swatting crops. 

Lessons are also very interesting, especially when 
the crazy, one-eyed, limping cat races across the 
ring before he becomes track kill. Sitting trout (we 
mean trot) and being dragged by: ia -crazed horse 
across a field of prickers really doesn't hurt as much 
as it sourids. 

Beware of the fenced «off: area where the long 
grass grows. because 500-pound ticks have been 
seen eating coyotes.whole-in one big gulp. 

You'shouldn't be afraid of the horses; they are 
really very^nice-- After they have had their small 
child for the ‘day’ they are completely harmless. 

THE HORSES: 

Cheval prefers a blónd non-smoker with a great 
sense of humor. _ 

Starlight Express prefers a small brown male with 
a fast pace (she likes a challenge). 

Silly just is. 

Henry has an extremely interesting talent: he has 
the ability to.buck, canter and cough all at the same 
time. ; 

Kestral is an»Arabian horse who loves to cuddle 
up next to people by “a. warm fire and read a.good 
book. 
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I had heard rumors of "cowbirthing," a pagan ritual 
celebrated at Buck’s Rock, and decided to join in the 
gathering this year. 

We camped at the animal farm for seven nights in 
anticipation of the virgin birth. Under a waxing 
moon, we feasted on pizza and bug juice, nectar of 
the gods. On the eve of the birth, we danced bo- 
vinely around a bonfire while chanting our thanks to 
Bertha, the almighty heifer. We were visited by 
three sages (Steve, Andy and Matt) bearing grilled 
cheese sandwiches. Traditionally, the birth occurs 
when the moon is ripest, but because of the eclipse 
this year, the calf emerged in the full glory of day. 
The blessed one seemed unaware of its role in the 
cosmic order. 

For the first time, this ancient ritual has been 
captured on film. 


Lewis O’Dending 











0 Photos by Michael | 


























Ane of: the most important, uniting: things about ` 
‘Buck’ s* Rock is its: Evening Activities, compiled by 
- those ever-present Ken dolls, Niko and Dave. We've 
had our magicians, -clowns, talent shows: ‘and Buck’s 

„„ Rock Bowls, in addition-to some really rockin’ flicks . 
(e.g. The Princess Bride, The-Fréshman, and Driv- 
ng Miss Daisy). We've been excitedly thrust into — 


7 hat 70's roller-skating craze, and those of. us who : > = 


are culturally illiterate have been exposed to ‘dance, 


theatre, and music. Because Evening Activities are. 
the shop: every camper: does at least once, Niko and 
5 Dave | have worked hard to make them realy groovy. 


i. 
RI 


Rebekah Winters 
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= The CIT's of 1991 bad. iot AG. and; mixed witht some original peat 
" st what we'll all ue doing tw nie ars fróm ì now: 
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‘Paulina Nissenblatt — Beautiful Poet’, * 
Rikki Bishop — Cradle-robbing Owner ۴ Buck's Rock 
` Ari Bassin — Gynecologist . nj pf. eg 
Karen Silverman — Picking her Headband from her Scalp 
+ Susan Lutin — Playing the Title Role i in The Gloria Estefan Sor, 





—Josh Ilutzi& Too’. much thi 


۱ Austin: Cadore — A Muppet. |. < 
Amy | Isikoff — Strangled by her Own Braid ^ rana ON 
Jen Michel — Chairperson of the American Beef Council . 

.Jason Shyer - — Proprietor of. Krazy Vin's . 

Tia Keenan — One of the Gorgeous Ladies of Wrestling. سم‎ - 

“Tiria. Chan: — MVP of a Women's Softball League QUE 
Gabe Pagano — A Neurosurgeon -: E 


g insurance?’ - Where’s-psycho? - Outr 
, buddy.—Casey Masback.@ Hello; Mc 


I still love you: 


Eyes) —Tina Chan WI was working as a waitress in a cocktail, bar (serving bananas, of coursg).. 


ان 


` Jehi Aron — Head of the First Jewish: Mob. Family 
Margot Schulman — Coordinated:  * 
„Rick Budd — Still Waiting for the Zeppelin Reunion 
Jessica. Yager — A Woman; Hear her Roar 


a or ۳ one od A D Md Ta RA a 
s. Andrew Gaines - — Ting Lizard ی‎ B 4 2 S 2 SHE 885 O95 B5 2 EA 1 
^. Vanessa Bartko:— Owner. of a Take-away Restaurant . * 7 ‘= ars LOBS Sua = 3 5 و‎ x E E 
` Lauren Seidman — Riding that Red Truck (Yeah, that ong  '* , SE E 3 Elgg ers ^ 
Jesse Bonderman + Sears & Roebuck Catalog Model | ° 1. , «i 5 F9 Bo و5‎ V ÉL Lae aps S 
- Jessica Slater — - Running. the Canteen and Knowing Everyone by Name: A Ss S228 5 
^ Jazz Winkler Space Traveler (by Train) . eee SOS E 1 SERS 
Lee Kind — Taxidermist For’ ‘the. Museum of Natural History | ^ ess E 8. 9 5 2 E = es <« eb 3 Se 
Nina Wolarsky — Star of XXX Movies ' os SETS ERSTES HS Bee ea 
Hannah Goodman — Psychoanalyzing Saddam Hagan. for CNN. ae s 3 ae S 3 m TO go? 23 a < 
Josh Kizner — Still owifig after all these Years : i 2 b. STE E کج‎ An 3> Sys 9 A 3 pi 
Andrea Weiss — The Lion from The Wizard of Oz yi" Boe e MM. 33 5 "d^ 5 B 1, o > 
Rachel Garelick — Róniarice- Novelist "d ۱ ore > V 32 8 É Bg a5 E 5 EJ 
Jason Baumgarten — Buck's Rock Prowler "m S e = Le, FSS ~ & v 
‘Kate Hagmann — Stabbed with a. Seam: Pee. Syed E $ l, 3 2s 585% A 
Susan Faber. — Italian Opera Sinğer Ne dz des S EN >< pee 
. Jeremy Tiefenbrun — Twenty. Years: Old Pe d E og bh 2 < E ta” 
Jen-Karper — Motoreycle Mama . 4 T S e E 8 Et. a 
Rachel Lutwick — Women's Activist in the sälptum doy i D ال وده‎ E ir" e d Eu SER 
Mike Prywes — The New Mr. T 0 : Epes. كت‎ "2 REC 
Ali Levy: — "Pregnant Revolutionary A umo. y z E 
Phyllis. Asher- ¬+ Voluptuous 03 ESE " e ES 4 
Adam ‚Stofsky - — Ronald McDonald Ri A ی‎ D.6 : S e A 
Lisa Ventry: — Still Hiding from Fans across: the ‚Globe Pu XE 3 2 a 
Erinn Heilman — Nightclub Bouncer °' ` A : uà = S < 
Casey Masback — The San Diego Chicken. al x B As 
= E +. 
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‘I am a Bear- of -Very Little Brain and long*words Bother. 


if you could have any two liquids in your breasts; what w 


.-I thank Celestial Seasonings Herbal Tea’ (Psycho) 
Ross ¥ “Do what you must do and do it well.’ (Bob Dylan) 


“O Treasure what is not written. Do not belittle the joy ra make for yourself. 


Gabi Weiss: — ‚Married to Flea’ with: ches Children 
Gen Wéart'—: Dead ` 


Waxman Y "Twas great!» Now back to-my nightmaré. 


mes Emily Gitter — Buck's Rock Gale Instructor 


.—Jeffrey Paul Bobrick 4 ‘I always laugh at everything for fear of h 


.—Blake Goldmersteiné‘!@#$ happens; %*&* 


appens. Do they sell non-A ¥ ¢ f-happenin 
pleasant to know that in fifteen ofttwenty years some òf you will be as-prominent as Paul Simon o 


(Weird Al Yankovic) ‘I need a Vegomatic.” (ibid.)- Bayo to your mother.—Jaime Lester 
luck in your lives.—Michael Prywesek Where there's smoke there’s fire.—Gabe Pagano $ “Alway 


licke Bob Eggers would have something to say about that one 
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AÌ 8 a Esp 
. Melissa Schaefer — Flounder i in the Live-Action Version, ‚of, The Little ` 8 = 4 Bu ugs 
(25 - Mermaid: PUER f E E ao = 
^U. Noah Tarnow — Robin in the New Batman TV. Serica S 2 = 2. 3 a E 
- Michelle Werner — Married to Jordan Beck م‎ 2 E 2:38 
- ‘Jodi Sherman = Owner of a Tootsie Roll Factory | Ze r= له‎ 99 
`. Alex Saltzman — Host of “Family Feud? : : Mas = E کت‎ x 8 
` Ali Grogins — Arrested for Indecent Exposure; 4 28 E = - 8 Sg 
Beth Weisman — Founder of the Traveling: Cleggers ' - & 82 5 a 3 8 2 5 
Ben Boothby, — Cross-Dressing Kindergarten Teacher - Se .9 بم‎ E ke 
e T >A ~ Ot ع‎ 3 
Keri Chaimowitz — Dancer at the Copocabana - š 2 8 E gt iz? 
Blake Goldmerstein — President of the FBT. 332 = pd > 2 = 
Y gm 2 n O V 3 [ 3 
Jason Greenberg — Chippendales Dancer , ZBas = 52235 
5 v „ee = 9 § م‎ 2 
2252 م م قاع‎ > 
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y Buck's Rock's artists often display their talent inl + 
Qunusual ways. Perhaps the most unique forum for ^ 

staff works is the forearms of campers and other ~ o? 

counselors. Bill Murray, Jason Hershkowitz, 2002 

Phil Pleasant drew a variety of characters, carica-0 

tures, and objects on their very willing subjects, r 
These "tattoos" were inspired by a real one worn 0۷/۰6 Photos by Gordie O'Friedman 
a counselor, and they quickly became a camp fad: -o 17 


But, don't worry Mom and Dad;.they're done in 
magic marker and wash right off. av 


S o 
Sandy Lig e C 
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Photo by Justin Finkle 
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EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 


This yearbook is why we’ve been reading and typing 
and editing and retyping and hounding people for 
their articles, Why we've cut, pasted, PMT’d, 
tacked on the wall, put in folders and scribbled. 
Why we have been plating and wiping and taping 
and punching. Why we’ve pressed, turned, flipped, 
etched and kicked. Why we’ve held meetings. Why 
we've worked nights. And cursed and screamed and 
cried and torn our hair and bitched and fought and 
sighed and held X-acto knives in threatening man- 
ners and launched plastic spines across the shop and 
gotten tatoos and given and received backrubs and 
laughed. 

It was worth it. 

.Whether or not you were on the staff, you have 
made yourself a part of this yearbook just by coming 
to camp and working. 

I hope you make this yearbook a part of you. 


let 





Editor-In-[hief/Moral Support Editor 


THe mot to of IMAG) are Sweet and Simple. Effeetive, yet _ 
qnimpoting. We want thi yearbook to De the type of book which, in the 
winter, when you re curled yp on a Sofa, or Sit ting on your bedroom 
carpet, you Gan take out, with it'd blues, pink$?, and purples, and feel a flood 
of memories wath over yoy a5 the page? are turned. 


I gire my ut most thanks to the following people, withogt whom I 
world never hare retained my Sanity. 

My Parent) and Jaki: For being m pillars of Strength. 

The Mi$on$: For telling me about Buck's ۰ 

Liz: For encoyraging me to write. 

Rachel: For making me laugh. 

Sara L.: For 'Grorer', "Kermit" and "Doogie". 

Hannah: For coming yp with Milla $ ۰ 

Amy: For her Ured Y eye. 

Pay: For the many article) that weren't his. ۱ 

Eriga: For being Such a godiend when the [IT'S were in Boston. 
Stasi: For making me write thi editorial. 

Dana, Wendy, Sara, Jenn, & Karen: For put ting up with my moods and 
mene, 

Ali: For eating al] my Pringles. 

David & Adam: For Emmie. 

THe Pub Shop 5 Staff: for making al] of these 200 pages possible. 


5.8. Dana & Wendy -- GEEK PATROL! 














WRITING EDITOR 
Rioht now Im sftna on m favete tiair af Pub - 
the blue and yellow one thats missing a slat. Perched 
here in the Pal Garden, T can see pesple writing, reading, 
Par سي‎ materia \ ea at From Qo els Fam har 
10 Star Wars” Heic Fo + e Un mr e to 
5 Creu) cis pens, Think ) talking j and laughing. 
T can hear the noise of the presses — that deafénine 
din whose loudness L Never real ze until it has sed - 
asd cell E ine Crom, Pe at tort presses and He wax 
from kac e nlm Ü لمن‎ damang in the air. 
1 the Year Los h- Ive 


( UN ۱ on) 


Lo pr a Few weeks of working On 
learned to love it all. ۱ 
When T look back at bein v part of He Yeanbo |- 
Staff, T toe et oM +e hard oe and remember onl He 
Sines s, When apu €i throug h Logo, L hope Ho al) 
urls oF rosy, Summer imaje s greet yod 
Thanks ۰ Serena aro Josh for turnin ME ¡nto 0 
Computer تالت‎ M NA ard Hanna ب[‎ for bein SO patient, 
Pe Pub shop and all ıts counselors ° and, ot Course 
۱ P (۰ ( I 
the Posse. 9 ۱ 
VOY 3 * : 
۱ Urin 
es Because St Mi 
Co mputer Phobia, TE 
deäden not To + pe 1 
Has. My hend dieat toc 
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y/s, P 


با 





after it all, none of it matters, does it? not the 
words that i am putting down right now, or the 
presses running behind me, or the little lines (are 
they straight?) of black tape around the photos that 
the presses are printing, photos made into little dots 
too light or dark or dusty up in the silkscreen dark- 
room--emulsion to emulsion, and exposure is the 
opposite of photography, and yes, finally i know 
what PMT stands for (photo mechanical transfer) or 
that i never had time to put a poem in the literary 
sect. even though originally writing was why i 
wandered into the pub shop last summer and got 
railroaded into art and layout...it's my second year 
now, pasting up and cutting out and running around 
the shop with an exacto knife hanging out of my 
mouth (surprising how many people do your bidding 
when you've got blades between your teeth.) and it 
doesn't matter how hard we've all worked. or all the 
times i burst into tears because of some horrible 
problem in the shop (is there anyone in camp who 
hasn't seen me crying???) or that not everything 
written made it past our censors, our censors who 
we never thought existed, we all had a little imago 
in our minds about this camp, and it's been destroy- 
ed. but that's part of growing up, isn’t it, and isn't 
that just hell? or that. it’s probably my last summer 
here and certainly my last yearbook editorship. 
doesn’t matter whether or not this turns out to be a 
good yearbook, or this week’s dilemma turns out 
this way or that, or this week’s pub shop feud turns 
out this way or that. And even if none of these 
things matter. well, that doesn't matter either, does 
it? 

so the only thing that matters is that at night i can 
look up into the sky and fall into the stars, and 
sometimes for an instant the feeling i get when i've 
just done something beautiful. or someone else has 
done something beautiful, and yes, all of the beau- 
tiful beautiful people i love. you know who you are 
don't you, the commune and my friends from home, 
sunny FLORD-DAH, and my darling bunkmates jess 
and blake and rach, all the pub people even when 
they infuriate me, clowns. who i've discovered only 
bite sometimes. CIT's as a group. and someone else 
i don't see very often but love very much. and this 
person certainly knows who i'm speaking of. so i 
won't bother to explain myself. ànd with that i must 
say i am already too long winded. Goodnight moon. 
goodnight stars. good night buck's rock. good night 
editorial. goodnight pub. goodnight imago. 
it's been gorgeous. - 
i guess that matters, doesn't it? 



















my name is ۰ 
my real name 15 ericka. 
| AM Asst art And\Ayou+ 
€ Vr or this is my Page 
tr mdkes me very happy 
| love bucks rock wise 
à Summer +0 discover 

۱۳۱۵۷ discovered à lot 
living ind rent is good. 
excep+ inthe rain. i'm 

A CH ۱ Ke Serving cit 

Snack. ۱ have Three good 
bunKmares. Liz, Jen dnd 
.ألم‎ ۱ like Summer ‘a and 
Summer ‘q likes me. Sky 
Whaddaya tawn about? 


P * "m 
Shop * We We 
BAST e 14, 
AY! * 
Co-ed naked volley-pong in the 
llama pen (w/Dali Llama) while 
dancing to the tune of "Right 
Here, Right Now" 


x pen: ۲ 





teens are 


id all you n the 
how stupid St انیب‎ inf Dancing 


don't leave ES 
iet Chicken parml 
* 
With Shirley 














CIT snack 









iloveyoulizalijenskymatt(all of them) 
davebothdougsnatehannahamyjencurriejohannaandreavanessaphyllis 
momrandy(for the mail)brianleestephen karl(my alter ego) 

"Imniisecraionicelandvsteuwrentrnoleorossfandneteiarnhireotalceahananlhenhoothhv 
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^ 
M | Foe Ius SuPREMELy GROOVY SUMMER 
Y | Ano EVPERIENCE As ASST Eb. Lhd we} 
۱ HANK j MY MOTHER. My FATHER, LORI vorge 
Y HOUSE COUNSELORS: Big BERTHA + BUBBLES , 
MY FELLOW LCSTIN + ع‎ | 
DANDAN-E, CALVIN+H 
ALL THE CLOWNS, To A 
CHINESE FOOD AND o 
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Marc J. Zeltzer Pi Fi | 


| Production Editor \ 
I was born in Great Neck, Long Island, New \ < 


York on Jan. 28, 1978. Well, I could tell you my ۱ 
whole life story, but that would bore the heck out of J 
you. So I'll say some stuff about camp that is 
probably bull, but here I go. The camp has the best 
food I ever tasted in my life (ha ha). Seriously, this 
is the best summer I ever had. I plan on coming 
back until I’m about 19 or 20. 

Now I will talk about some issues. First, censor- 
ship: I think censorship is a part of America which 
should be wiped out. I know of some Americans 
who support censorship (not you Brits). You know 
who you are! I think we have the right to say what 
we want and print what we want. So just for that 
person, J.S.: "The Llama Dies, Horray Hurrah!" 
Well, no more isues. Here's to the pubbie's who 
printed this (I probably did). Long live Buck's Rock! 
Let's get on to the thank you's. 

Pd just like to thank the people who made my 
summer all that it was: Doug Powley and the rest of 
z the wood shop, John Lazar, Paul Tuchmann, Sandro 

Weiss, Andy Siegel, Jennifer Currie and anyone else 
I forgot at the pub shop (there are so many of you), 
— Charlie Ledley, Erica Babad, the Clown CIT's and 
the rest of the Clown Shop, Jason Greenberg, Roger 
Bailey, Claire Neretin, Jesse Farber, Candy Hundley 
— and the art shop, Dan Seiden, David Ludwig, Jason 
Archer and all of my other asst: conselers, the 
costume shop, Dean Xavier, Josh Danzig and glass, 
Alice Forrester, the cast of The Killing Game, Amy 
Russell and foto, Andy Simon, my baseball team 
Krafla (the Kroch), Marc Richter, Ted Masur, Adam 
— Markovics, David Iserson, Danny Braff, Simon 
Rosof, Dan Greenfield, Me, Mike Copeland, any- 
body else I forgot (sorry there are just too many of 
— you), and the Llama. 
I would also like to make a very special thank 
you to my parents, Janice and Gary, for giving me 
— this opportunity and to all the rest of my family. 
Long live no censorship and loud music!! 









































PRODUCTION EDITOR 


In the beginning, there was darkness 
Much worse, there was an absence of creativity 
Much was missing 


Then God looked down from the heavens and 
proclaimed, "LET THERE BE PUB" 


And there was Pub 

And God was pleased 

And from the highest mountain to the deepest valley 
From the reaches of heaven to the fires of hell 

And all in between 


There came a whisper 


A whisper so loud that-it melted ice caps and caused 
great fissures in the earth 


For all around, people were beginning to see 

And beheld the dawn in a new age of creativity that 
was Pub 

And from all around, people came to witness the 
miracle of Pub 

And there was no more absence of creativity 

And there was no more darkness 


There was only Pub 


...Or something like that 





I won't bore you with a long editorial. I'll just say 
that I had a great first year here. The people here in 
Pub are great. It was a pleasure working with them. 
The only bad thing was their awful taste in music. 


Better ask God.... 
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products you have created. Now, as Buck’s Rock 
1991 draws to a close, we must ask how we have 
made new and meaningful friendships, how we have 
become more sensitive to individual differences. Are 
we more tolerant that we were four or eight weeks 
ago? Have we developed a true sense of community? 
Do we have a better understanding of the concepts of 
trust and commitment? Do we exhibit self confi- 
dence, and are we less fearful of the unknown? Have 
we discovered and found the magic that makes 
Buck’s Rock special? It is our hope and belief that, 
as a result of your experiences here at Buck’s Rock, 
you are now able to ponder and think about these 
questions, finding answers for yourselves, finding 
answers which you will carry with you as you leave 
us, finding, perhaps, further questions to ask as 
well. 

1991 surely demonstrated that we live in a world 
in which our tomorrows are very uncertain. In the 
throes of all this uncertainty, Buck’s Rock remains 
steadfast in its integrity and commitment to its young 
people. And so, 1992 will be very special for the 
entire Buck’s Rock community. As we usher in our 
50th year of providing unique learning and living 
experiences to young people, we will commemorate 
this occasion with a gala reunion of alumni and 
friends, to be held at camp in June. We anticipate 
that people from many walks of life and many 
different lands will come together to once again 
discover Buck’s Rock’s magic. At the same time, 
those in attendance will have an opportunity to 
celebrate the 90th birthday of our founder, Dr. Ernst 
Bulova. 

We stand before you committed to carrying on the 
work started almost 50 yearg ago by two pioneers in 
the field of education. In 1943, they had a vision 
which lives on just as strongly today. We thank you 
for your hard work this summer, and for your own 
vision and insight. We thank you for making Buck’s 
Rock’s 49th year one that is special and distinct, one 
that is marked for its extraordinary sense of com- 
munity and mutual respect. We hope that, in the 
years to come, you will take with you what you have 
learned here this summer and continue to discover 
more about yourself and others. Indeed, as we have 
all learned once again, Buck’s Rock is truly ever- 
evolving, truly magical. 


As the 49th year in Buck’s Rock history draws to a 
close, we must pause for a moment to reflect upon 
what this summer has meant to us both individually 
and collectively. When, at the end of Festival, we go 
our seperate ways, what will we have learned and 
understood about ourselves? How will we have 
become more sensitive and aware of the world 
around us? 

When Buck’s Rock was founded in 1943 by Ernst 
and Ilse Bulova, they had a very special vision--a 
vision which, over the next three decades, served as 
a foundation for this unique place of learning and 


growth. As Lou and Sybil Simon assumed the , 


directorship of Buck’s Rock in 1973, they continued 
to build on that same sturdy foundation, providing a 
nurturing and stimulating environment which even 
today remains at the very core of the Buck’s Rock 
philosophy. Indeed, thousands of young adults much 
like yourselves have come to Buck’s Rock and found 
that each could be a participant in helping to form 
both the character of the summer and that of the 
camp itself. 

For these reasons, the 1990 camp season was a 
very special one for us. It allowed us the opportunity 
to provide leadership to an institution we had come 
to know and love over these many years. Now, in 
the second year of our directorship, we are just as 
firmly committed to ensuring that the "magic" which 
was created here some 49 years ago continues. We 
are resolved that Buck’s Rock should remain unique 
not only as a summer camp, but as a place for 
education, a place where young people are chal- 
lenged to explore their interests and develop their 
potentials to the fullest. 

This summer at Buck’s Rock you have learned to 
take many risks. You have engaged in a host of 
projects, adventures and activities, many of which 
you could not have imagined yourself doing before. 
How often'in the past did you think yourself capable 
of milking a cow, casting a bronze sculpture, writing 
a short story, or performing in front of three or four 
hundred people? The staff here at camp has worked 
very hard to provide an atmosphere which allows 
you to take such risks without fear. And this, in a 
large sense, is a part of what Buck's Rock has been 
and is still all about. 

But there are also challenges you have encount- 
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ture. When I mentioned the Anglo-Saxon emblem, 
the lion and the unicorn, they represented for you 
the power of reality versus the power of imagina- 
tion, the power of the tangible versus the power of 
the intangible, the essence of the human effort to 
reconcile conflicts. You have come across the 
power of sickness and the power of health that is the 
essence of medicine. You have learned from read- 
ing the newspapers the essence of the law that is the 
power of crime and the power of punishment. You 
might have approached the essence of ethics: the 
power of the good versus the power of the evil. 
There is a contradiction religions have tried to 
resolve, but so far they have foundered on our 
inability to agree on what is good and what is evil. 

We could call what you have done, or attempted 
to do, art. In our definition, art may be music or 
theatre, dance or painting, sculpting or writing, 
running or riding, clowning or pioneering; all the 
areas that you have explored, or pushed aside, or 
left for the future - let us call them all "art". And 
whilst art in this wide sense is demanding, it is also 
joyous; it is work and satisfaction, it is movement 
and rest, it is struggle and peace, it is sound and 
silence, it is all that humans do to understand the 
mystery of life and death. It is dealing with contra- 
dictions. You live and will live with contradictions 
because they are a part of existence: joy and sad- 
ness, achievement and failure, summits and valleys, 
understanding and misreading, awareness and in- 
comprehension, the extraordinary and the common, 
closeness and distance, boldness and shyness, 
affection and hostility, guilt and innocence. This 
summer may have helped you to live successfully 
with contradictions. You will find solutions and they 
will stimulate your thinking and influence your 
attitudes. 

The title of this yearbook: "Imago." The word 
stands for the concept that wha happened in child- 
hood is carried into adulthood; it is reclaimed by the 
power of memory. It also stands for the beauty of 
imperfection. Memory is very unreliable. It cannot 
reproduce what really happened. It cannot reflect 
correctly the reality of past events. Mnemosyne, the 
mother of the nine muses, is an imperfect goddess. 
It is no consolation that all gods and goddesses 
suffer from imperfections. Mnemosyne’s flaws 
concern us more directly. When memory speaks, its 
language is distorted. It is distorted by our hopes and 
phantasies, our ambitions and fears. For better and 


A Note From Our Founder: 


We have called the summer at Buck’s Rock "A 
Summer to Discover." A summer of discovery. 
History tells us that the Age of Discovery was the 
15th and 16th centuries. Vasco da Gama, Ferdinand 
Megellan, Christopher Columbus. But discovery did 
not begin then and has never ended. Discovery is as 
old as mankind and will probably continue as long as 
mankind exists. The Age of Discovery! Africa was 
discovered, the Phillippines, the American Con- 
tinent, the coasts of India, Sumatra and Borneo. 
They were named by the discoverers, and it almost 
sounds as if they hadn’t ever existed until they were 
"discovered." Some countries, like Japan, said for 
quite a time: "No, thank you, we don’t want to be 
“discovered.” We heard what happened to the people 
who were ‘discovered’; we’d rather remain undis- 
covered." 

But your summer of discovery was of a different 
nature. It had several sides to it. You discovered 
there were many things you could do that you had 
not done before, and many familiar pursuits you 
wanted to do because you had liked them in the past. 
And with it you found that there was much within 
you that you did not‘know was there: talents for 
which you found new outlets, skills which you could 
apply in new ways. Opportunities opened up with 
the choices you made. In athletic activities, you 
became stronger and more skillful. With your 
achievements and the pride you took in them, you 
acquired more competence and expertise, and devel- 
oped new proficiency. 

But there was another, different kind of dis- 
covery. You discovered each other. You formed 
friendships that may last a lifetime although you had 
not known each other before you had come here. 
The discovery of your potentials and the discovery 
of new friends went hand in hand with the discovery 
of new teachers. Who were they? They were 
artists and crafts people, artisans and athletes. They, 
too, had a summer to discover. They found, as they 
taught you, they learned from you, and as you 
learned, you taught them. You learn and you teach, 
you teach and you learn. And with it, you jointly 
discovered the essence of education. As you made 
friends with your contemporaries and your teachers, 
you made - in new ways - friends with your own 
selves and thus you discovered the essence of human 
psychology. When you worked on your publications, 
you experienced the power of word versus the power 
of the idea and with it found the essence of litera- 





should have known what the profits of their profit- 
making enterprise would result in. They all knew but 
they didn’t know because they did not want to know. 
When President Reagan, in his autobiography that 
somebody else wrote, stated that he should have 
asked Oliver North and Admiral Poindexter what 
they were up to, he now voices his regrets that he 
had not done so. He most likely knew but he did not 
want to know since knowing would have made him 
an accompolice in their doings. To be fully honest 
could be self-destructive. This can become a dilem- 
ma we cannot solve. All we can do is be as forth- 
right with ourselves and with those around us and as 
truthful as we can be. We tried to be honest with 
you and you responded by being honest with us. 
That was an intangible achievement whose memory 
might stay with you as it will stay with us. 

In the future, you will make further discoveries. 
They may make you suspect that our world is more 
complicated, more interesting and more treacherous 
than a perfect world ought to be. It may include the 
realization that we are facing the immensity of a 
universe that is totally indifferent to our existence. 
You may want to come to terms with the thought 
that our planet belongs to a galaxy among billions of 
galaxies with untold billions and billions of suns and 
planets and that the disappearance of our solar 
system would be of no universal consequence. It 
may occur to you that, by mere chance, you live at 
this time, in this age, and not as a warrior who with 
William the Conqueror invaded England in 1066 or 
as a French citizen who watched Joan of Arc being 
burned at the stake, and that human exisistence tends 
to defy comprehension, and that the mystery of life 
and death remains the puzzle it always was and 
probably always will be. It may become obvious to 
you that, under these circumstances, existence is 
heroic, that we are not heroes that fight wars but 
everyday heroes, and that it requires tremendous 
courage and strength to face life^s enigmas. My 
impression that this summer hastadded to your store. 
of courage, of self-confidence and fortitude that all 
humans--to a certain degree--proudly possess, seems 
to me to be valid together with my feeling that these 
qualities will stay with you and that you will add to 
them in your years to come. And that is my wish for 
you at the end of a Summer to Discover. 


for worse. There are forces in the events of the day, 
outside powers that influence us and color the image 
of our past. There are forces within each of us that 
drive us. Both forces are often beyond our control 
and both obscure the reality of the past. Historians 
know how little they know. They know of Al- 
cibiades, the Athenian who led the fleet of Athens to 
destruction, but they know nothing of the personal 
lives of all the seamen and soldiers who were 
captured and perished in the quarries of ancient 
Syracuse. They know about the lives of the Pharaohs 
for whom the pyramids were built, but they know 
nothing of the personal feelings and thoughts of 
those who built them. We have preserved the cradle 
songs mothers in 1640 sang to calm their babies, but 
we know nothing of the personal fates and lives of 
these women; we don't know how they lived through 
the Thirty Year War that destroyed half of Europe 
and divided Christendom into Catholics and Protes- 
tants. 

But we don't have to go that far back into 
history. We can try to remember our own past. It is 
said that childhood ends when we have forgotten 
what happened in it. That is only partly true. We 
remember, but Mnemosyne, the goddess of memory, 
is the most unreliable of the nine muses. More often 
than not, men and women don't remember because 
they don't want to remember; they don't know 
because they don't want to know. When the Jews of 
Europe, with the yellow stars they were forced to 
wear, had to assemble on the market places of 
German, Polish, French, and Dutch towns and 
villages to be loaded into cattle cars, the burghers 
stood around and watched until the trains pulled out. 
They knew the destination and the purpose of these 
transports. They knew but they didn't know because 
they did not want to know. And to this day, some, 
if they are alive, still don't want to know. The 
workers in the factory that built the mirage fighter 
planes knew or should have known the use these 
products would be put to. The workers in the chem- 
ical factories that manufactured the means to wage 
chemical warfare knew or should have known where 
the products oftheir labor would finally end up. The 
workers who put together atomic weapons knew or 
should have known the ultimate. purpose of their 
work on the assembly lines. The scientists: who 
constructed the bomb knew or should have known 
what their inventions would lead to. The merchants 
who sold war material all over the world knew or 





"How could I know the Truth? I have created 
man in my image and if he does not know the 
Truth, if he does not even know what the Truth is, 
how could I do any better than my image?" The 
Son was sad but wiser. And accepting the limita- 
tions of God and Man, they returned to Heaven, 
where they were at home. And left the earth to 
mankind that is their home. 


P.S. -- This is a translation of a story, written in 
German, with apologies to an author whose name I = 
can’t remember and special apologies for all the 
changes I have made that turned the story into the 
parable that I called "The Search for Truth." 


P.P.S. -- We do not know what truth is but would 

we want to know the truth, uncontaminated by our = 
hopes and desires, if we knew what truth is? 
Would we? "The whole truth and nothing but the 
truth?" What an impossible oath to swear under = 
the threat of committing perjury! "So help us 

God." Which God? Jehowah? Allah? Or any god? 

The dead gods? Zeus? Wotan? Jupiter? The heav- جنا‎ 
ens and hells are littered with the corpses of gods 

and goddesses. Oh, the absurdity and the beauty of 

it all! Oh, the magic of human illusions that popu- 35 
lated the universe with their glittering creations! 

Oh, the power of Mythology that tried and contin- 

ues to try to overcome the superpower of Reality! 3 
Oh, the Beauty and the genius of human self-de- 
ception! ۱ ۱ ۱ 1 





yag íq 3 


Ernst Bulova 


A PARABLE 


One day the son of God looked down on the earth 
and said to his Father: "I would like to go down 
and visit Mankind." And God replied: "Why 
would you want to do such a thing?" And the Son 
of God answered: "It could be very interesting. I 
am curious. Perhaps I could learn something. " 
"Stay here," said God. "Curiosity is dangerous. 
Be satisfied with heaven." But the son of God 
looked constantly down to earth. He did not know 
why, but there was something that had to do with 
mankind that intrigued him. "I would really like 
to visit mankind," he said. "It looks very exciting. 
And anyway traveling broadens the mind." God 
put his arm around his son’s shoulder. "Stay 
here," said God. "Stay here. Mankind cannot ` 
teach you anything. Mankind thinks it knows 
everything. Mankind thinks it can do everything, 
or at least many things. They can talk to each 
other over long distances. They can fly through 
the air, they can travel under water. Yes, man- 
kind seems to know everything indeed, except the 
Truth." The Son of God frowned. What could his 
Father have in mind? How could mankind be so 
clever and yet be so ignorant at the same time? 
How could mankind know everything but not 
know the Truth? God realized that his son was 
confused. And so, God took his Son by the hand 
and led Him down to earth. It was quite dark, 
about two o’clock in the morning, when their feet 
touched the ground of a grassy hill. The Son 
looked around in amazement. There were valleys 
and mountains, farms, a church steeple, the roofs 
and the chimneys of a village. "Let us wait for 
daylight," said God, "and then be on our way and 
talk to the people." And they did. They spoke to 
men and women and children. They asked ques- 
tions and received answers to all of them. Except 
for the answer to one question. They went all 
over the earth and asked the people: "Do you 
know the Truth?" They all shrugged their shoul- 
ders and wrinkled their brows, as the Son of God 
had done in heaven before He had come down to 
earth. "The Truth?" they said in puzzlement. 

"We don’t evén know what Truth is. How can we 
know the Truth?" "There you are," said the Fath- 
er, "I told you so. You will learn; you will learn 
that humans know everything except the Truth." 
The Son turned to His Father. "Father," he said, 
"Do you know the Truth?" "I?" answered God, 
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